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Campus Cravings 


LOCKY IN LOVE 


Carol Lynne 


Book fifteen in the Campus Cravings Series 


Born into an affluent family, Locky never faced a problem 
his family money couldn’t fix. Everything changed the night 
he stumbled upon a young gay man beaten to death and left 
in the parking lot beside his car. Unable to get the image of 
the boy out of his head, Locky quit his father’s law practice 
and took a job at BK House. Adapting to a new way of life is 
difficult, and it’s made even more so by a raven-haired 
hottie who pushes every one of Locky’s buttons. 

College courses have been a breeze for junior, Becket 
Chandler. He’s sailed through his classes with ease, despite 
their advanced subject matter. His love life, on the other 
hand, has been an ongoing struggle with no easy answers. 
While his former housemates enjoyed gaming, sports and 
drinking, Becket chose sex as his favourite extracurricular 
activity. 

When Becket arrives at the BK House, he’s ready to tackle 
another year and a few more willing seniors. Younger men 
are fun to play with from time to time, but nothing satisfies 
him like an older, bigger man staring down at him, 
preferably with Becket’s legs spread and draped over his 
broad shoulders. From the moment he shakes hands with 
Locky, all he can think about is getting the drop-dead sexy 
Director of Student Life into his favourite position. Despite 
Becket’s continued interest, Locky continues to play hard 
to get. Luckily, Becket doesn’t give up easily. 
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Chapter One 


“BK House,” Charlie Salinger answered. 

Becket smiled for the first time in a month. “Hey, it’s 
Becket.” 

“Staying out of trouble?” 

“What fun would that be?” Becket rested his feet on 
the porch railing. “I was wondering, I know I’m not signed 
up for summer classes, but do you think it would be 
possible for me to come back early?” 

“Why would you want to? The campus is dead this time 
of year.” 

“I live in a town of thirteen hundred and thirty-four 
people stuck out in the middle of fucking corn fields. 
Believe me, you don’t know the first thing about dead.” 
Without a car of his own, Becket was forced to drive the 
dirt roads of Crescent Ridge, Iowa, in his grandpa’s old 
rusted out pickup. It would be different if his dad actually 
needed his help on the farm, but with three older brothers, 
all living and working on the six-hundred and seventy acre 
spread, Becket’s help wasn’t needed or wanted. 

“Locky’s not here if that’s what you’re hoping for,” 
Charlie informed Becket. 

Resident Assistant Lockland Regent was the golden 
unicorn, the one man Becket continued to drool over but 
had never been able to conquer. It didn’t seem to matter 
how many times he caught Locky looking at him with lust in 


his eyes, he always turned Becket away when the offer was 
made. 

“What about Fallon?” The uncle of one of his old 
housemates may not have been Becket’s first choice, but 
Fallon was hot and rich, two of his favourite things. 
Besides, for some reason, Fallon’s ongoing interest in 
getting Becket into bed seemed to infuriate Locky. 

“Stay away from Fallon. He’s too damn old for you,” 
Charlie scolded. 

Becket grinned. Forbidden fruit always tasted better. 
“Will you let me come? Ill pay.” 

“You'll clean. This place needs a good cleaning from 
top to bottom before the fall semester, and since I obviously 
can’t do it, and Jack’s taken a job at one of the local diners 
for the summer, we were planning to hire it out. However, 
since you have the time, you can do it in exchange for room 
and board. How’s that?” 

The thought of cleaning the house made Becket groan. 
He weighed the work involved against his need to be within 
a two mile radius of gay bars and, as usual, his sex drive 
won out. “Fine.” 


* kK OK x 


Locky loosened his tie after a long day and fixed 
himself a Jack and Coke. The money he earned practicing 
law at his father’s firm would pay his bills for the rest of the 
year, but the clients he dealt with made him feel dirty at the 
end of the day. 


“Lockland, are you joining us for dinner this evening?” 
his mother, Gloria Regent, asked. 

“Not tonight. I’m meeting friends.” Locky took another 
sip of his drink and settled himself on the tufted red leather 
sofa in the den. He cursed himself for giving up his 
apartment, but it didn’t make sense to hold onto the damn 
thing when he was only home three months out of the year. 

“Will Brooks be driving you?” Gloria asked. 

The last thing Locky needed was for the family 
chauffeur to know his business. “No, I’ll drive myself.” 

“Well, be careful, dear,” Gloria said before leaving the 
room. 

Locky finished his drink before going up the back 
staircase to his bedroom suite. He had no plans to meet 
friends, but he did hope to get laid. It wasn’t often that he 
went in search of a random partner for the night, but he 
needed to get Becket out of his head and his dreams. 

Showered and dressed to impress, Locky left the 
house. He ate a quick dinner at his favourite restaurant in 
Portland before arriving at the club around ten-thirty. It 
was Still early for the usual crowd, but that suited him fine. 
He had a few ghosts he needed to exorcise before he’d be 
in a party mood anyway. 

“Hey, Bobo,” Locky greeted the owner. He’d known 
Bobo for years and had even helped him out of a few tickets 
early in his career. It was the first time he’d stepped foot in 
the club since the night that had changed his life. 

Bobo’s blue eyes opened wide. “Locky?” He grabbed 
Locky into a bear hug, fitting for someone of Bobo’s large 


size. “I didn’t think I’d ever see you again.” 

It had been almost two years since Locky had left 
Bobo’s Bar late one night, slightly tipsy and rejuvenated 
after a blowjob in the bathroom, to stumble upon a young 
man beaten and dying beside his car. Despite his best 
attempts, the guy, Steven Rajos, had died in Locky’s arms, 
forever changing the way he viewed his future. “I figured it 
was time.” 

Bobo released him and went around behind the bar. 
“What can I get ya?” 

“Jack and Coke.” Locky crossed his arms and rested 
them on the familiar scarred wood surface. Even after 
moving away, he still kept track of the local news, hoping 
the police would catch the group who had beaten Steven, 
but still nothing. “Any more trouble?” 

Bobo handed Locky his drink. “Not like that night, not 
here anyway. There’ve been similar incidents at other 
clubs, but the kids all made it.” 

“And the cops still don’t have any leads.” Locky had 
talked to the detective who handled the case several times 
since he’d left Oregon and they still couldn’t seem to track 
the fuckers down. 

Bobo shrugged. “Hasn’t slowed people down. This 
place is still packed almost every Thursday, Friday and 
Saturday nights.” 

The thought of another kid getting hurt simply 
because they were gay made Locky sick to his stomach. 

“Hey, boss, did you order toilet paper?” 


Locky turned to see who had spoken and couldn’t 
believe how much the man looked like Becket, same dark 
curls, same big brown eyes. He leant back against the bar 
and stared at the younger man with appreciation. 

“In the storeroom,” Bobo grumbled. 

When Locky’s cock started to harden, he decided to do 
something about it. He stood and crossed the room to stand 
in front of the cute twink. “I’m Locky. I don’t think we’ve 
met.” 

The younger man shifted the mop to his left hand 
before reaching out to accept Locky’s offered greeting. 
“Trent, and I’m new.” 

“My nineteen-year-old nephew,” Bobo added. 

Figured. “Nice to meet you.” Locky withdrew his hand 
and shook his head at the loss. 

“Get back to work,” Bobo ordered. 

“It was nice to meet you.” Trent licked his bottom lip 
as his gaze travelled up and down Locky’s body. 

“You, too.” Locky didn’t mind the appreciative stare, 
he was well used to it, but he hated that Trent wasn’t old 
enough to play with. He rejoined Bobo at the bar. “Sorry, I 
didn’t know.” 

“He’s a good boy, but I promised my sister I’d keep 
him out of trouble.” Bobo passed Locky a fresh drink. “And 
I can tell by the way you were looking at each other, that’s 
exactly what you both had in mind.” 

“Don’t worry about me. I have a strict rule about 
messing with guys under twenty-one.” If he didn’t stick to 
his rule, he’d lose not only his self-respect, but his job as 


well. His mind wandered to Becket. Shit, physically that 
guy pressed every one of Locky’s buttons. It was only 
Becket’s immature, careless attitude about life and sex that 
served to remind Locky of his age. 

Bobo’s growl broke the spell. 

“What?” Locky asked, taking a sip of his drink. 

“You're daydreaming of someone, and I hope for your 
sake it isn’t my nephew.” 

“Nah, there’s this kid in Idaho that I can’t stop 
thinking about,” Locky confessed. 

“Let me guess, he’s under twenty-one?” 

“You got it. Plus, he lives in the house where I work, 
double no-no.” 

“How young is this kid?” 

“Twenty. He’ll be twenty-one around Halloween, but 
he’ll still be living at BK House.” Locky ran his fingers 
through his hair. Since the night of Demitri’s Super Bowl 
party when he’d made the unforgivable mistake of kissing 
Becket, Locky hadn’t been able to get the taste of the 
younger man out of his system. 

Bobo leaned against the bar, putting his face right in 
front of Locky’s. “Take it from me, finding someone to 
spend your life with is a hell of a lot more important than 
any job you'll ever have.” 

“Easy for you to say, you’ve got Mike and this place.” 

Bobo’s eyes filled with tears. “Mike left me last year, 
said he was tired of sitting home by himself every night.” 
He stood up. “And like a proud fool, I let him go.” 


“I’m sorry to hear that. I liked Mike. But you can’t 
really compare what the two of you had to me and Becket. 
As I said, he’s young and immature. Hell, I doubt the kid 
knows what monogamy is, let alone love.” 

“Maybe so, just don’t count him out because you’re 
afraid of losing your job. Besides, you could have any man 
you wanted, outside my nephew, of course. The fact that 
you’re hung up on this one guy tells me you like him more 
than you’re willing to admit.” 

No longer in the mood to hook-up, Locky finished his 
drink. “It was nice seeing you again, but I think I’ll take 
off.” 

“Don’t be a stranger.” Bobo shook his head when 
Locky withdrew his wallet. “It’s on me.” 

“Thanks.” Locky left, feeling worse than he had going 
in. He bypassed the parking lot and walked to his car down 
the street from the bar. Although he’d heard what Bobo had 
to say loud and clear, he still doubted Becket could ever 
settle down. 
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Sitting on his bed, Becket called Fallon Bennett. It had 
been a while since he’d spoken to Fallon, but hopefully the 
hunky older man hadn’t forgotten him. 

“Hello?” 

“Fallon? It’s Becket. Do you remember me?” 

“Of course I remember you. How’re you doing?” Fallon 
asked. 


“Bored. I got back in town last night and thought 
maybe we could get together.” Becket crossed his fingers 
and hoped Fallon didn’t already have plans for the evening. 

“Td love to, but I’m stuck at the club. Feel like 
stopping by and keeping me company here?” 

“Which club?” 

“Mine, Fallon’s on Fifth. It won’t open for another 
week or so, but you’re welcome to come by for a personal 
preview.” 

“I’d love to.” Becket prayed Fallon already had beer 
onsite. He loved Charlie and Jack, but they refused to let 
him drink while living at BK. “I assume it’s on Fifth Street, 
what’s the exact address?” 

“Just get off the bus at Fifth and Strong, we’re at the 
end of the block, you can’t miss it.” 

“Cool. See you in a few minutes.” 

“Can't wait.” 

Becket hung up and checked himself out in the mirror 
once more. Dressed in skintight jeans and a white, 
lightweight cotton T-shirt that was practically transparent, 
he definitely gave off an ‘Available and looking for fun’ vibe. 
Perfect. 

He ran down the stairs, two at a time, before yelling 
down the hall, “I’m going out.” 

“Got your key?” Jack asked from inside his and 
Charlie’s apartment. 

“Yeah.” 

“Be safe,” Charlie added. 


Safe. Becket backtracked to the bathroom and 
selected two condoms from the provided communal stash. 
With protection in his pocket, Becket left BK and headed 
for the bus stop. 

It was a short ten-minute ride to the corner of Fifth 
and Strong and, before he knew it, he was standing in front 
of Fallon’s new place. He stared up at the big expensive- 
looking sign and shook his head. Fallon’s sign was over-the- 
top, just like the man himself. Becket wouldn’t doubt the 
damn thing cost more than all the other signs on the block 
combined. 

He tried the door but found it locked. He used his fist 
to pound against the chrome and glass door and waited. 
Several moments later, the door opened to the view of a 
scrumptious, shirtless man in work jeans. “Can I help you?” 

“I’m Becket, Fallon’s expecting me.” The small gold 
hoop running through one of the man’s nipples captured 
Becket’s attention. “Nice,” he said when he was caught 
staring. 

The man stepped back and let Becket in before locking 
up again. “If you like that, you’d love the one in my cock.” 

“Jigger, leave Becket alone,” Fallon said, crossing the 
room. 

Becket threw his arms around Fallon and gave him a 
quick kiss in greeting. “It’s good to see you again.” He felt 
Fallon’s hands land on his ass and pull him closer. 

“I figured that Neanderthal from the party had stolen 
you for himself.” Fallon continued to knead Becket’s ass as 
he kissed his neck. 


As much as he wished he could say differently, Becket 
had finally concluded that, until he was older himself, 
Locky would be a lost cause. “He doesn’t want me. He just 
doesn’t want anyone else to have me.” 

“His loss.” Fallon kissed Becket again, tickling the 
inside of Becket’s mouth with his tongue. 

Damn, Fallon was good. Becket was hard within 
minutes and ready to take things to the next level. “Do you 
have an office somewhere close?” 

“Yes, and unfortunately, it’s currently occupied by a 
man from the Alcohol Beverage Control Bureau. If you can 
wait around for another half an hour or so, I’ll show you my 
apartment upstairs.” 

“So no beer?” Becket groaned and ran his hands over 
Fallon’s chest. He unbuttoned Fallon’s white dress shirt 
enough to lick one of Fallon’s small nipples. “I was really 
looking forward to loosening up a bit.” 

Fallon buried his fingers in Becket’s hair and 
whispered in his ear, “Tell Jigger to get you a glass from my 
private stash and wait for me upstairs.” 

Becket groaned when Fallon pulled away. There was 
nothing in the world like being held by a bigger, stronger 
man. “Please tell the guy in your office anything he wants 
to hear so he'll get out of here.” 

“That guy is the key to me opening next week.” Fallon 
slapped Becket’s ass on his way by. “Take care of Becket 
while I’m gone,” he told Jigger. 

Jigger grinned. “You heard the man.” 

“Booze, he wants you to give me booze, nothing else.” 


Jigger stared at Becket for several moments. “He said 
you could go upstairs?” 

“Yeah, ask him if you don’t believe me.” Becket didn’t 
like the jealous note to Jigger’s voice. Was he sleeping with 
Fallon? “You going to show me upstairs, or should I find my 
own way?” 

“T’ll take you, don’t get your panties in a wad.” Jigger 
led Becket to a door at the back of the club. 

When Jigger gestured for Becket to go first, Becket 
shook his head. “PlU follow you.” There was something 
about Jigger that made him uncomfortable. Sure the guy 
was good looking, but he couldn’t help feeling that Jigger 
had something going with Fallon. He waited until he 
entered the apartment. “Are you sleeping with Fallon?” 

“Who isn’t?” Jigger laughed, his back to Becket. “Kid, 
if you’re looking for a boyfriend, you’ve got the wrong guy. 
Fallon’s cool, but he likes ‘em young and only a night at a 
time.” He handed Becket a drink. 

Becket smelt the mahogany-coloured liquid. Strong. 
He wasn’t big on liquor, but he didn’t have the guts to tell 
Jigger that, so he downed the drink in one long gulp. 
“You’re not young, and he’s obviously fucking you.” 

“No one fucks me, boy.” Jigger took Becket’s empty 
glass and refilled it. “Sit down and don’t touch anything,” 
he warned, before leaving Becket alone in the apartment. 

Becket took two sips of the second glass before his 
vision started to blur. He’d never been a huge drinker, but 
he wasn’t a damn lightweight either. In an effort to gather 


his wits, Becket shook his head, but the action only made 
him dizzier. 

With his head swimming, Becket had little choice but 
to stretch out on the sofa. Staring at the swirling ceiling fan 
was the last he remembered before he passed out. 
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Becket groaned when someone shoved him, trying to 
rouse him from his deep sleep. “Ten more minutes,” he 
mumbled. 

“Not likely, not unless you want the whole street to see 
you like this,” a deep voice replied. 

The statement didn’t make any sense. Becket rolled 
over and winced at the hard bed under his sore body. He 
opened his eyes and stared up at Jack. “What’s going on?” 

“Thought you said you had your key.” Jack took a sip of 
his coffee and shook his head. “Come on, Pll help you 
inside.” 

Inside? Becket lifted his head and looked around. He 
was on the front porch instead of upstairs in his bed. Birds 
singing, cars driving by, sprinklers watering, were all 
indications that another day had begun, but Becket’s mind 
was still on the previous night. “What am I doing out here?” 

“Beats the hell out of me. I guess you were too drunk 
to get yourself inside.” Jack set his coffee cup on the porch 
before helping Becket to his feet. 

Becket wobbled as he tried to piece together the 
events that had landed him in the position he currently 


found himself in. “I wasn’t drunk.” 

“Sure. You just decided it was a nice night to camp 
out.” Jack picked up his cup before ushering Becket inside. 
“Go take a shower. You smell like a whore house.” He 
pointed Becket towards the staircase. “I’ll make you some 
breakfast.” 

Becket used both hands on the banister to help himself 
climb the steps. J had one drink, he told himself. One and a 
half maybe. With the house virtually empty, he went 
straight to the bathroom instead of stopping by his room. 
His first look at himself in the mirror made everything 
worse. “Shit.” 

Becket ran a hand over the hickeys on his neck. 
Wondering how far down they went, he pulled his filthy 
shirt off over his head. His entire chest and torso were 
covered in small bruises, like someone had made a meal of 
him. “What the fuck?” 

He reached into his jeans pocket and came out with 
two unwrapped condoms. Playing it safe had always been a 
hard and fast rule with him. Becket crossed to the row of 
showers and turned one on, praying whoever he’d been 
with had supplied their own protection. 

Fallon. He suddenly remembered falling asleep on 
Fallon’s couch. With his hands on his zipper, he 
remembered Fallon trying to wake him up. Bits and pieces 
of the previous night began to come back to him. Fallon 
talking to Jigger as Becket tried to keep his eyes open. 

Becket toed out of his sneakers and pushed his jeans 
down. Somewhere along the way he’d lost his underwear. 


The thought of someone finding them mortified him, but 
not as much as the dried streaks of cum running down the 
inside of his thigh. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” he yelled, the sound 
bouncing off the tiled walls. 

He jumped under the spray and grabbed for the soap, 
hoping to erase the evidence of his careless night. After 
scrubbing himself from head to toe, Becket didn’t feel any 
cleaner. Although he still didn’t know who he’d had sex 
with, one thing became perfectly clear, he’d been drugged 
and fucked without protection. 

Becket took his anger out on the wall, punching his fist 
against the tile. The sickening crunch of bone quickly gave 
him something else to focus on. He didn’t hold back his 
scream. The pain of his injured hand helped cover the 
anguish over his broken spirit. As he sank to the floor, 
Becket knew he’d never look at his world the same way. 


Chapter Two 


Becket stared at the royal blue cast that had decorated 
his forearm to his second knuckle for the last two weeks. 
He’d lied to the doctor, Charlie and Jack about what had 
prompted his self-inflicted injury. What had happened 
during the hours he couldn’t account for was no one’s 
business but his own. He’d gone to Fallon’s with one goal in 
mind, and although he knew in his gut he’d been drugged, 
he obviously got fucked. Mission accomplished, right? 

“Yo,” Chase greeted, flopping onto the couch beside 
Becket. “Charlie told me what happened. That blows, man.” 

“Yeah.” Becket returned his attention to the television. 
Chase was a good guy who’d come back to campus early to 
settle in before football practice started, but Becket wasn’t 
in the mood to talk. 

Chase put his feet up on the coffee table and crossed 
his arms over his chest. “Something else going on?” 

Becket ignored the question. Charlie had evidently 
sent Chase in on a fact-finding mission. He tossed the 
remote in Chase’s lap. “Watch what you want.” He left the 
room before he could be questioned further. “Nice try,” he 
told Charlie as he passed through the living room. 

“He’s just worried,” Jack replied, sticking up for his 
partner. 

“Yeah, well, I appreciate it, but like I told you, there’s 
nothing wrong.” Becket left the house and stood on the 


front porch in the same spot where someone, probably 
Fallon, had dumped him a couple of weeks earlier. 

Becket moved to sit on the step. He’d considered going 
down to Fallon’s place and confronting him about the 
missing hours, but what was the point? It was over, and he 
had no proof, not even memories of what had happened. 

“The athletes will start trickling in within the next 
week or so,” Jack said from behind Becket. 

“Is that your subtle way of telling me to get back to 
work?” Becket glanced over his shoulder. Jack was a 
conundrum. He looked mean, like someone you’d never 
want to approach, but he was so caring with Charlie, and 
when the situation called for it, with the other guys in the 
house. 

Jack moved to sit beside Becket. “Well, you do need to 
finish painting the bathroom, or do you have something 
against Egyptian Gold?” 

Becket rolled his eyes. The paint colour sucked, but 
Charlie had convinced Jack that yellow would revive young 
college students after a late night of studying. Jack, being 
the supportive, but decoratively challenged retired Marine 
that he was, had picked up gold paint without taking into 
account how the hue would look on the wall or the fact that 
yellow did not necessarily translate to gold. “It’s a little 
much, and when I brush my teeth in the morning, I don’t 
like the green version of me staring back in the mirror.” 

“You're full of shit. That gold is rich-looking.” 

Becket chuckled. It was obvious Jack was proud of the 
paint he’d chosen. “You’re right, it is rich-looking, but I 


think it would work better in the kitchen. Why don’t I pick 
up something more...sunny, for the bathroom?” 

Jack rubbed the back of his neck. “Promise me you 
won't tell Charlie that I fucked up the colour thing?” 

Becket bumped his shoulder against Jack. He’d been 
so involved in the conversation that for the first time in 
weeks, he’d been able to put his own problems aside. “It’ll 
be our secret. Just let me do the choosing from now on.” 

“Fine.” Jack thumped Becket on the back before 
standing. “I’m taking Charlie to Fallon’s grand opening 
tonight. Interested in tagging along?” 

Becket swallowed around the lump of fear lodged in 
his throat. “No.” 

“You sure? Dane’ll be there.” 

“Drop it.” Becket’s temporary good mood slid back 
into the gutter. He got to his feet and regarded Jack, ready 
to defend his decision further, but shook his head, realising 
it wasn’t worth it. “Later.” 
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With a suitcase in each hand and one tucked under his 
arm, Locky let himself into BK House. He set his bags down 
and took a deep breath. The house smelt like fried chicken, 
something that was never allowed in his parents’ house. 
And just like that, Locky was freed of the opulent and 
oppressive life he’d grown up with. 

“Hey,” Chase greeted, running down the staircase. 
“Dinner’s ready.” 


“Coming.” Locky left his suitcases where they were 
and followed Chase into the dining room. “Just in time,” he 
announced, pulling out a chair. 

“Have you washed your hands?” Charlie asked. 

Locky paused in the act of sitting down. “Be right 
back.” He left the table and entered the kitchen, stopping 
short when he almost ran into Becket. “Excuse me.” 

Head down, Becket nodded and kept going. The flash 
of blue on Becket’s forearm caught Locky’s attention, but 
by the time he opened his mouth to ask, the younger man 
was already out of the room. 

Locky quickly washed his hands and returned to the 
dining room. He was surprised that Becket wasn’t at the 
table with Charlie, Jack and Chase. “Where’d Becket go, 
and what the hell did he do to his arm?” 

The three men at the table suddenly looked 
uncomfortable, but it was Charlie who finally spoke up. 
“He’s eating in his room, just like he’s done every night 
since he broke his hand.” 

“How'd that happen?” Locky sat in his usual spot and 
reached for the platter of chicken. It bothered him that no 
one had called to tell him about the accident. 

Charlie cleared his throat and pointed his fork towards 
Chase. “We'll talk about it after dinner.” 

Chase snorted. “Hey, if you want me to get lost, just 
tell me.” 

“Get lost,” Jack said without missing a beat. “After you 
eat your dinner.” 


Chase returned his attention to the mound of mashed 
potatoes and homemade fried chicken gravy. “Don’t have to 
tell me twice,” he mumbled around a mouthful of food. 

Locky filled his plate, but found he wasn’t as hungry as 
he’d first thought. “Why’s Becket here anyway? Classes 
don’t start for another three weeks.” 

“I think Iowa bored him, so he called and asked if he 
could come early. I’ve put him to work getting the rooms 
ready,” Charlie explained. 

“Well he can’t do much with one hand.” Locky had a 
good idea why Iowa bored Becket, hell, he was bored just 
thinking about it. 

“He does well enough,” Jack said in Becket’s defence. 

Locky glanced at Jack. Usually, Jack was hard on the 
residents, but it sounded like Becket had managed to slip 
under Jack’s skin. He wondered if Jack’s protective streak 
had something to do with the reason Becket had broken his 
hand. He decided to concentrate on his dinner and wait for 
answers. By the way Chase was shovelling his food in, it 
wouldn’t be long. 

Five minutes later, Chase sat back and rubbed his flat 
stomach. “I’m stuffed.” 

“Glad you liked it. Now get lost.” Jack reached for 
another biscuit and the bottle of honey. 

“I’m supposed to do the dishes tonight. However, I'd 
be able to hear your entire conversation from the kitchen. 
Are you sure you want me in there eavesdropping?” Chase 
took his time picking up his plate, no doubt hoping for a 
reprieve. 


“Go upstairs and get those headphones you always 
have stuck in your ears. You can listen to some of that rap 
crap you kids listen to while you work,” Jack ordered, 
refusing to let Chase slack off on his chore. 

Chase groaned and rolled his eyes, reminding Locky of 
how young he was. Chase may have the body of a man, but 
he definitely acted like a nineteen-year-old. 

Jack chuckled after Chase stomped out of the room. “I 
can’t blame him for trying. That cast iron skillet’s gonna be 
a bitch to clean.” 

“So tell me, what’s going on with Becket?” Locky gave 
up the pretence of eating and pushed his plate towards the 
centre of the table. 

“The night after he arrived, he went out. I found him 
the following morning asleep on the porch. I figured he’d 
gotten plastered and knew better than to come into the 
house in that condition, but I think there’s more to it,” Jack 
explained. 

“He broke his hand and he won’t tell you how he did 
it?” Locky was confused. 

“No, he broke his hand in the shower. I told him to get 
cleaned up and the next thing I knew, he came downstairs, 
soaking wet, cradling his hand.” Jack shook his head. 
“Since then, he’s been a completely different guy, and he 
won't let anyone in, but he leaves every night dressed like a 
slut and gets home in the middle of the night.” 

“He’s always dressed like that.” Going out every single 
night sounded excessive, even for Becket, but Locky could 


rationalise it if Becket had been cooped up in his small 
hometown for most of the summer. 

“No, not like this.” Jack sighed. “It isn’t just the clothes 
or the going out either. Becket rarely talks to us anymore, 
and he just looks so...sad all the time.” 

The man Jack described sounded nothing like the flirt 
he’d run away from only two months earlier. One of 
Becket’s biggest faults was telling people too much 
information about his social life, so for him to suddenly shut 
down started a nagging feeling in Locky’s gut. “I wonder if 
he’d talk to me?” 

“I doubt it, but it can’t hurt to try.” Charlie stood and 
started out of the room. “I think Chase must’ve gotten 
lost.” 

After Charlie left, Jack leaned on the table, putting 
himself closer to Locky. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen Charlie 
this worried. He hasn’t slept a full night since it happened, 
so anything you could do to ease his mind would be 
appreciated.” 

Locky got to his feet. “I’ll take care of my suitcases 
then go up and see if he’ll talk to me.” 


* kK OK x 


After stowing his luggage in his small apartment on 
the third floor, Locky walked down a flight of stairs to 
Becket’s room. He knocked twice before the door opened. 
“Hey.” 


“Can I help you?” Becket was naked from the waist up, 
showing off his leanly muscled chest. 

Locky zeroed in on Becket’s dark brown nipples before 
he mentally slapped himself and turned his gaze to the blue 
cast decorating his right hand. “That’s gonna make it hard 
to write once classes start.” 

Becket shrugged. “It’ll probably be off by then, but if 
it’s not, lll make it work.” He moved to his closet and 
pulled out a long-sleeved shirt. “Anything else?” 

Staring at Becket, Locky couldn’t reconcile the man 
who stood in front of him with the chatty, happy-go-lucky 
kid he’d last seen a few months earlier. Taking in the long- 
sleeved shirt and dead stare of Becket’s big brown eyes, 
stomach acid began to do a number on Locky’s digestion. 
“What happened to you that night before Jack found you 
asleep on the porch?” 

Becket took a step back. “What I did or didn’t do is 
none of your goddamn business. Now if you’ll excuse me, I 
have somewhere to be.” 

Becket tried to step past Locky, but Locky moved in 
front of him, blocking his path. “If someone hurt you, you 
can tell me.” 

With more force than Locky would expect, Becket 
slammed his casted arm across Locky’s chest. “Why would 
I tell you anything? I poured my fucking heart out to you 
and you had the nerve to tell me I was too young to know 
what I was talking about.” He gave Locky’s chest another 
shove and moved past him into the hallway. “If you hadn’t 
been such a dick none of this would’ve happened.” 


“What happened? Tell me!” The tone of Locky’s voice 
was harsher than he’d intended, but Becket was beginning 
to really worry him. 

“Just leave me alone.” Becket started towards the 
stairs. “You’re good at that,” he said before descending. 

Locky rested his hands on his hips, unsure of his next 
move. He couldn’t figure out why someone who had been 
hurt would go out every night. Unless... “Shit!” 

Locky raced down the steps, taking them two at a 
time. He flung open the front door and studied the dark 
streets, searching for a glimpse of Becket, nothing, not 
even a passing car. How could he have disappeared so 
quickly? 

Walking back into the house, Locky sought out Charlie 
and Jack. He found them in the kitchen finishing the dishes. 
“T thought that was Chase’s job?” 

Jack chuckled. “It was, but one of his friends called”— 
he gestured to Charlie—“and ole softy here told him he 
could go out.” 

“Give the kid a break,” Charlie said in his own defence. 
“He'll only be young once.” 

“Speaking of, Becket left. Do either of you have any 
ideas of where he goes every night?” Locky usually enjoyed 
the banter between Charlie and Jack, but he had Becket on 
the brain and knew he wouldn’t rest until he figured out 
what was going on with him. 

“No,” Charlie answered. “He never says.” He took a 
freshly washed pot from Jack and began to dry it. “Maybe 
he’s going to Fallon’s new club.” 


“Fallon has a club?” Jesus. Locky had hoped Fallon 
Bennett would tire of the small college town and go back to 
his millions. 

“He won't be there,” Jack interrupted. “I tried to get 
him to go with us to Fallon’s opening, but he wanted no 
part of it.” 

The old Becket would have jumped at the chance to 
attend the opening. None of it made sense to Locky. The 
best explanation for Becket’s odd behaviour was something 
Locky hated to even consider. “Do you think he has 
something going on with Fallon? Maybe he knew the two of 
you wouldn’t approve, so he thought it best to stay away 
from him in your presence.” 

Jack shook his head. “We told him to stay away from 
Fallon.” 

“And has he?” Locky doubted it. 

“I don’t know,” Jack admitted. “Like we said before, he 
won’t talk to us anymore about anything other than his 
job.” 

Just like that, Locky knew the truth. Hell, he’d 
practically pushed Becket into Fallon’s arms after the kiss 
they’d shared months earlier. Although it had been the best 
kiss of his life, Locky knew he’d end up getting his heart 
broken if he put his faith into Becket. So, like the asshole 
Becket believed him to be, he’d pushed Becket away. 
“Where’s Fallon’s place?” 
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From his hiding place in the alley behind Fallon’s club, 
Becket sat on the milk crate he’d swiped from the grocery 
store down the street and settled in for another long shift 
of watching. Since setting up his nightly vigil, he’d seen 
more dark alley blow jobs than he cared to think about. 

Through the open curtains upstairs, he’d seen Fallon 
fuck a different guy every night, but had yet to see one of 
them so out of it they had to be carried away like he had. 
Jigger, on the other hand, had helped more than one twink 
into his car after the bar closed. Was Jigger the one who 
had drugged him or was the man just a pervert who got off 
on fucking drunk guys who barely looked legal? 

Becket had even confronted Jigger a few nights earlier 
when he’d caught the beefy bartender loading a drunk guy 
into his car. Unfortunately, the drunk co-ed turned out to be 
one of the senior football players who offered to rearrange 
Becket’s face if he got in the way of a fuck he’d been 
working all night on. 

Despite the incident, Becket refused to rule Jigger out 
—he’d even tried talking to the bartender again the 
following night. Unfortunately, that didn’t turn out so well. 
Jigger had threatened to call the cops and lodge a formal 
complaint if Becket ever accused him of something so 
heinous again. 

Becket had considered going to the police himself, but 
then he’d have to tell someone what he’d allowed to happen 
and why he’d gone to Fallon’s in the first place. Worst of all, 
Locky would find out. 


Becket may have accepted the fact that his attraction 
to Locky was one-sided, but he hadn’t been able to get the 
man out of his system, and although he hated to admit it, 
he still cared. “Stupid feelings,” he mumbled. 

Deep in thought, Becket jumped when his cell phone 
rang. He dug into his pocket but not before the ringing 
surprised two would-be gropers. “Sorry,” he called out to 
the two men before glancing at the display. 

“Hey, Mom,” Becket answered. 

“Sorry, it’s not Carrie, it’s Lisa.” 

Lisa? Becket couldn’t remember his brother Nic’s wife 
ever calling him. The fact that she was phoning from his 
parents’ house filled him with dread. “What’s going on? Did 
something happen with Mom?” 

“Your dad’s had a heart attack. We were all eating 
dinner together and he just collapsed at the table. Nic 
started CPR and Cade called for an ambulance...” 

“Is he dead?” Becket got to his feet. He should’ve 
stayed in Iowa. If he hadn’t let his need for sex lure him to 
Idaho, he would’ve been there at his father’s side. More 
importantly, Becket would’ve been at his mother’s side, 
helping her deal with the situation. 

“No, he’s alive, but they’re transferring him to Des 
Moines.” Lisa cleared her throat. “He needs a quadruple 
bypass, but they’re not sure he’s strong enough to survive 
the surgery.” 

“Tell Mom I’m using the emergency credit card she 
gave me to get the first flight out. I’ll be there as soon as I 
can.” Becket left his hiding place behind as he started 


down the alley. “I'll fly into Des Moines and get a cab to the 
hospital.” 

“Hurry. Carrie needs you.” Lisa made a noise that 
sounded like a forced laugh. “She has all of us here, but she 
keeps asking about you. I always suspected you were her 
favourite, now I guess I have proof.” 

Becket was the baby, and his brothers often accused 
him of being the favourite, but he knew the truth of why his 
mom needed him home. He alone knew the secret his mom 
needed him home to help hide from the others. “Naw, she 
just wants everyone together. I’ll call you when I get to the 
airport.” 

Becket hung up and shoved the phone in his pocket. 
He took off towards BK determined to get to his mom’s side 
no matter what it took. Worrying about himself, or what 
was going on inside Fallon’s club or bedroom, was no 
longer his top priority. 
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Locky pushed and excused his way through the packed 
crowd, searching for a glimpse of Becket. While he spotted 
a few familiar faces, none of them belonged to the man he 
was looking for. Closer to the bar, he noticed Fallon. 
Surrounded by men, Fallon laughed it up like he didn’t have 
a care in the world. 

Locky quickly scanned the men and, while some of 
them were quite handsome, none of them were Becket. He 


caught Fallon’s attention, and with a few spoken words the 
guys drifted off. 

“How can I help you this evening?” Fallon asked, 
mistrust running heavily through his tone. 

“T’m looking for Becket,” Locky simply replied. 

“Haven’t seen him in a while. He came by a couple of 
weeks ago, but I was busy so I asked him to wait for me. 
That’s the last I’ve seen of him. Called him a few times, but 
he never answers or returns my messages.” Fallon took a 
sip of his drink and smiled. “Why the sudden interest in 
Becket?” 

An accusation was on the tip of Locky’s tongue, but 
the lawyer in him prevailed. “I don’t know what really 
happened when he was here last, but he’s not been the 
same since. Did you know he broke his hand punching a 
wall?” 

“No, I didn’t. I’m sorry to hear that, but like I said, I 
haven’t seen or spoken to him.” 

Although Locky still didn’t trust Fallon, the concern in 
Fallon’s expression appeared to be genuine. “Call BK 
House if he comes in, will ya?” 

“Of course.” Fallon gestured to the bar. “Can I buy you 
a drink?” 

“No thanks. Remember to call if you see him,” Locky 
told Fallon before pushing his way back through the crowd. 
He stood on the sidewalk in front of the bar and pulled out 
his phone. 

“BK,” Charlie answered. 


“He’s not at Fallon’s,” Locky said, climbing behind the 
wheel of his car. 

“No, he’s not. He just left with Jack headed for the 
airport.” 

“Airport? Where the hell’s he going now?” Locky’s 
head spun with the sudden turn of events. 

“His dad’s had a heart attack. Becket’s flying back to 
Iowa.” 

“For how long?” Locky still didn’t know what had 
happened to Becket, but he hoped his father’s illness 
wasn’t giving him an excuse to drop out of college. 

“He didn’t say. His flight isn’t until six, but he didn’t 
want Jack to have to wake up at four to get him there on 
time when he can just sleep in one of the chairs at the 
airport.” Charlie cleared his throat. “Of course it could also 
have something to do with the fact that Jack told him you 
went out looking for him.” 

Locky hated the thought of Becket sitting alone at the 
airport all night. “Do you think I should go talk to him?” 

“He’s got a jump on you. Hell, he’d probably already 
be through security by the time you got there.” 

“I could always buy a ticket to get through security,” 
Locky suggested. 

“Sounds like a waste of money to me. Why would you 
do that?” 

Locky made a sharp left turn and headed for the 
airport. “I don’t really know. Maybe I care more than I’ve 
admitted to.” 
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Slumped down in a chair, Becket was startled awake 
when someone sat right beside him. He opened his eyes, 
prepared to defend himself and came face to face with 
Locky. “What’re you doing here?” 

Locky held up his ticket. “I’m going to Des Moines to 
sit with a friend.” 

Becket narrowed his gaze and tried to reconcile the 
man beside him with the one who’d pushed him away only 
a few months earlier. “Why would you do that?” 

Locky shrugged. “Because despite what you think, I 
care. I know you’re struggling with something, and I’d like 
to be there for you in case you ever feel like talking about 
it.” 

“I won't,” Becket warned him. He glanced at Locky. 
Why did the man have to be so damn handsome? “Sorry 
you wasted your money.” 

“I didn’t.” Locky chuckled. “Although, I wasn’t really 
planning on going to Iowa when I left the house, so I’m 
going to have to do some shopping.” 

Becket wasn’t sure what to think of Locky’s decision to 
follow him home. Would Locky try to pressure him into 
talking? He got up and walked over to stand in front of the 
wall of windows. The airstrip was empty, luggage carts idle, 
ready to resume another busy workday in a few short 
hours. He should tell Locky to go home, back to BK, but he 
longed to spend time with him no matter the circumstance. 


Becket turned back to gaze at the hot guy who sat 
patiently several feet away. “I’m from a really small town.” 

“T think you told me that before,” Locky replied. 

“I might’ve, but I probably didn’t mention that I’m not 
out in Crescent Ridge. I mean, my family knows, but it’s not 
the kind of thing you announce to a town where gossip is 
the most popular pastime. I knew I was leaving as soon as I 
graduated, so my folks thought it best that I kept my 
sexuality under wraps.” 

Locky shifted in the chair. “I’m just trying to be a good 
friend, here. There’s no reason your family or anyone else 
should know either of us are gay.” He glanced up at Becket, 
giving him that sexy as hell grin that always made Becket’s 
knees feel like rubber. “Unless you’ve got an older brother 
that looks like you and swings our way?” 

Becket laughed. He should probably feel affronted, but 
it was an old argument between the two of them. Still, the 
thought of Locky flirting with one of his corn-fed, macho 
brothers was too funny. “I'd like to see that.” 

“You’re sick.” 

Becket flopped back into the chair beside Locky. “I 
have three brothers, Cade, Nic and Del. They’re all over 
six-foot, broad as a barn and married to their high school 
sweethearts. You’re hot, but I don’t think even you could 
sway one of my brothers to our side.” 

Locky stretched his arms over his head and yawned. 
“I’m too tired to seduce anyone anyway. I guess the state of 
Iowa will be safe for now.” 


When Locky closed his eyes, Becket took the 
opportunity to study the man who visited his dreams each 
night. Goddamn, Locky was hot—beyond hot—scorching. 
His gaze travelled to the crotch of Locky’s jeans. He’d felt 
the hard press of that impressive cock the one and only 
time Locky had kissed him. 

Becket looked around the near-empty terminal. The 
lights had been dimmed and a few travellers were asleep in 
chairs or stretched out on the floor along the walls, but it 
seemed no one was paying him and Locky any attention. It 
would be so easy to reach down and feel the bulge in 
Locky’s jeans. 

Locky cleared his throat, drawing Becket’s attention 
away from his cock. Staring at him with those light green 
eyes, the corner of Locky’s mouth turned up. “Don’t even 
think about it.” 

“About what? I’m just sitting here.” Becket gave Locky 
the innocent expression that had always worked like a 
charm on his mom. 

“Yeah, you’re just sitting there staring at my dick,” 
Locky mumbled. The accusation was right on, but Becket 
didn’t detect a trace of anger in Locky’s smooth, deep 
voice. 

“Guilty,” Becket confessed, “but you can’t blame a guy. 
I mean, it’s right there tempting me.” 

Locky bumped his shoulder against Becket’s. “Get 
some sleep.” 

“Do you mind if I dream about your cock?” 

Locky chuckled. “Many do.” 


Chapter Three 


Locky dropped Becket at the hospital entrance before 
making a quick run to the nearest mall. He picked up a 
cheap duffle bag and four changes of clothes, including a 
bag of personal items from the local drugstore. 

The shopping was easy, but explaining to Charlie why 
he felt the need to follow Becket all the way to Iowa had 
been more difficult. He knew when he’d bought the ticket 
he was showing his hand, maybe not to Becket, but to 
himself, Jack and Charlie. 

Locky’s plan had been to offer Becket a shoulder to 
lean on and hopefully win his trust, but keeping his head 
around him became harder with every moment he spent in 
Becket’s company. 

Catching a glimpse of himself in the rental car’s rear 
view mirror, Locky scowled. He’d been burnt before, and 
he’d vowed never again to put his trust in someone too 
young to know what they really wanted out of life. “Don’t 
fall into that trap again,” he warned his reflexion. 

“Are you coming up or were you planning to talk to 
yourself the rest of the day?” 

Locky had been so deep in thought he hadn’t even 
noticed Becket approach the car. He was embarrassed that 
he’d been caught talking to himself, but he refused to 
acknowledge it. “It’s not too bad here in the shade. I 
figured I’d give you all time alone.” 


“Yeah, well, I told them you came with me, and now 
they think you don’t want to meet them.” Becket folded his 
arms and rested them on the door while he talked through 
the open window. “Cade even said to tell you he didn’t bite, 
which is like saying you’re already family.” 

Locky smiled. He seemed to do that a lot around 
Becket, and it felt damn good after a summer spent with his 
stuffy parents. “Fine. Get off the door so I can roll up the 
window.” 

Becket stepped back and waited for Locky to join him. 
“You get everything you needed?” 

Locky secured the car. “Just about. I thought I’d rent a 
room across the street, but I figured I should talk to you 
first.” 

“I doubt we’ll need a room. Dad’s out of surgery, and 
as soon as he’s stable, mom needs us to go to the farm and 
take care of a few things there.” 

“I could still rent a room. That way if you’re family 
needed a shower or a break they could just go across the 
street.” 

Becket tilted his chin up and shielded his eyes from 
the sun as he met Locky’s gaze. “You’d do that for them?” 

“Of course,” Locky sighed. He hated that Becket took 
Locky’s refusal to get involved sexually to mean he didn’t 
care. “I’m not the asshole you think I am.” 

Hands stuffed into the front pockets of his jeans, 
Becket stopped walking before they reached the front door. 
“I know you’re a good guy. Why do you think I like you so 


much? Your cock’s big, but I’m not stupid enough to believe 
that’s enough.” 

The statement surprised Locky. Although it was nice to 
know Becket thought he was more than a great lay, Locky 
didn’t like the direction the conversation was headed. He 
put his hand on Becket’s shoulder and urged him forward. 
“Come on, it’s time I met your family.” 

“Don’t let my brothers intimidate you,” Becket warned 
as they entered the hospital. 

“I was raised by the king of intimidation, don’t worry 
about me.” Locky gestured for Becket to precede him into 
the elevator. On the ride up, he studied Becket. “Do they 
think your dad’ll be okay?” 

Becket nodded. “My dad’s a bull. If he had his way, 
he’d be outta here tomorrow and in the field. Luckily, 
despite his size, my mom secretly wears the pants in the 
family.” He chuckled. “Don’t tell him I told you that 
though.” 

“My lips are sealed,” Locky agreed. 

The elevator doors opened and Locky followed Becket 
to a small waiting room outside the ICU. Becket hadn’t 
exaggerated his brothers’ stature. As each one introduced 
himself, Locky held out his hand in greeting. 

Cade, the oldest brother, gave Locky a narrow-eyed 
gaze as they shook hands. “Pardon me, but you look a little 
old to still be in school.” 

Locky knew his age would come up, so he wasn’t 
surprised. “I’m in charge of student life at the house where 
Becket lives. I graduated from Stanford with a law degree 


four years ago, but found working the profession wasn’t as 
rewarding as I’d hoped.” 

Locky didn’t go into what had really prompted him to 
leave his old life in search of something that held meaning. 
His memories from that night in the parking lot were his to 
deal with, and he thought he’d done a fairly good job on his 
own. 

“So part of your job is to accompany the students 
when they’re called home for an emergency?” Cade 
continued to question. 

Locky tried to maintain his composure despite the 
obvious challenge. “I came because I was concerned for 
Becket.” 

“Leave him alone, Cade,” a female said, coming into 
the room. 

Locky knew by the way Cade stepped back and 
lowered his gaze that he was in the presence of the 
matriarch of the Chandler family. Dressed in a pair of blue 
jeans and a short-sleeved button up blouse, Mrs Chandler 
approached. 

“It’s nice to finally meet you.” Instead of shaking 
Locky’s hand, she hugged him. 

Unfamiliar with parental affection, Locky wasn’t sure 
what to do at first but eventually settled his hands on the 
older woman’s back. “It’s nice to meet you as well, Mrs 
Chandler.” 

“Call me Carrie.” She released him and shook her 
head. “You certainly are as handsome as Becket described 
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you. 


“Mom!” Becket yelled, louder than was prudent in a 
hospital. 

Locky glanced at Becket and couldn’t help but smile. 
Face red and mouth set in a grim line, Becket looked like 
he wanted to strangle his mother. “It’s okay.” 

“No, it’s not,” Becket said, with genuine hurt in his 
voice. He turned to look pleadingly at his mom. “I talked to 
you in confidence. I can’t believe you just said that.” 

Carrie brushed Becket’s cheek with the palm of her 
hand. “I’m so sorry, it slipped out.” She wrapped her son in 
her arms and hugged him close. “Please forgive me?” 

There was something so poignant about the moment 
that Locky had to fight back tears. He noticed the other 
brothers were already heading back to their seats like 
nothing had ever happened. Was such a profound moment 
between mother and son so commonplace they couldn’t see 
the beauty in it? Normal or not, Locky had never shared 
anything like it with his mother. 

“Of course I do.” Becket returned his mom’s affection. 
“Just don’t spill anymore of my secrets.” 

Leaving mother and son to their embrace, Locky 
moved away and sat by the others. After a few seconds, 
Becket released his mom and walked over to Locky. “Do 
you mind if I leave you to the animals while I take mom 
down to the cafeteria to get her something to eat?” 

“Not at all.” Locky wasn’t sure how he’d fill the time, 
but he supposed he could try to get to know Becket’s 
family. 


“I won’t be long,” Becket assured Locky. He leant 
forward and whispered in Locky’s ear. “She hasn’t eaten 
since dinner and she won’t unless I guilt her into it.” 

“I understand. I’ll be fine.” Locky reached for a 
magazine on a nearby table. “I’ll just read or something.” 

“Thanks.” Becket joined his mom and led her from the 
room. 

Del nudged Locky with his elbow and gestured to 
Becket and Carrie. “Sickening, isn’t it? She’s always 
treated him like a baby.” 

Sickening wasn’t how Locky would describe it, and 
part of him resented Becket’s brother for seeing it that way. 
“He’s the youngest,” Locky replied in Becket’s defence, “of 
course Carrie would treat him that way.” 

Del shook his head. “We were all glad when he went 
away to school. We thought it would help both of them.” He 
looked at his other brothers as if searching for permission 
to speak further. “We lost our only sister to Sudden Infant 
Death Syndrome before Becket was born. It nearly 
destroyed Mom, nearly destroyed our family, but when she 
got pregnant with Becket, she was so happy that we 
thought she was going to be okay...” 

Del suddenly stopped talking, and Locky was left to 
wonder why he’d cut himself off. “She seemed fine to me,” 
Locky finally added. 

“She is, in most areas, but she’s smothered Becket his 
entire life and he’s allowed it,” Cade said, adding his two 
cents to the conversation. 


Lisa made an exasperated sound and pointed her 
finger at Cade. “What do you guys expect? The three of you 
have scared the crap out of Becket by telling him about the 
way she was after she lost Abby.” 

“If we told him anything it was years ago,” Cade 
argued with his sister-in-law. “He’s a grown man now, and 
he and Mom need to face up to the fact that he’s not her 
baby any longer.” 

Locky held his tongue. It was obviously an ongoing 
argument between family members that was none of his 
business. He thought of the way Becket acted at BK and 
couldn’t reconcile the brothers’ version of their younger 
brother with the man he knew. Sure, Becket was young and 
in some areas still immature, but he was only twenty. What 
did Cade and Del see in Becket that Locky didn’t? 
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“I’m sorry if I embarrassed you,” Carrie said between 
spoonfuls of tomato soup. 

“Its okay, Mom.” Becket picked at the cast on his 
hand. “He’s not here because he likes me like that. I wish 
he did, but he doesn’t.” 

“Then why would he come?” 

Becket pushed the grilled cheese sandwich closer to 
her, prompting without words for her to eat. The last 
person in the world who needed to know what had 
happened to him that night was his mother, so it was hard 
to explain Locky’s concern without telling on himself. 


“When I got the call about Dad I was pretty upset. Part of 
Locky’s job is to make sure the residents at BK are doing 
okay, so I guess that’s why he offered to come.” 

“Well it was very nice of him.” She reached over and 
touched Becket’s cast. “I worry about you living so far from 
home. It’s nice to know you have someone looking out for 
you.” 

Becket wished he had Locky fucking him, not looking 
out for him, but he wasn’t about to spill those beans. 
“Locky’s going to rent a hotel room across the street. He 
thought it would be a good place for you, and whoever else 
stays, to shower and get some sleep without getting too far 
from Dad.” 

“He doesn’t need to do that. Your father and I have 
money to do that if we need to.” Carrie took a bite of her 
sandwich before making a disgusted face. “How could they 
possibly mess up a grilled cheese?” She shook her head and 
pushed the sandwich to the side before going back to her 
soup. 

While Becket knew his parents had the money for a 
hotel room, he also knew his mom would never spend it on 
something she would consider so frivolous. “Well, too late,” 
he lied, “he’s already rented and paid for it.” 

“Well you remind me when we get back upstairs, and 
Pll write him a check.” 

Again, Becket felt justified to lie. “Okay, but I think it’ll 
hurt his feelings.” He shrugged. “It’s his way of helping.” 

Carrie set her spoon down. “I don’t want to do that.” 
She tapped her short fingernails on the table. “Maybe I can 


come up with another way to pay him back.” 

Pleased with himself, Becket smiled. “I’m sure you'll 
think of something.” 

Carrie loaded her dishes onto the tray and got to her 
feet. “We’d better get back up there.” 

“Sure.” Becket took the tray from his mom. 

Carrie pointed to Becket’s cast. “I’ve also spoken to 
your father’s doctor about getting another x-ray on that.” 

“I don’t think a cardiologist is the right person to see 
about a broken hand. Besides, the doctor I saw at school 
was a real one, so I trust him.” He set the tray back onto 
the table after looking around for a place to put it. “I think 
we’re supposed to just leave this on the table.” 

“You can’t always trust doctors,” Carrie warned with a 
Shake of her finger. “They told me Abby was a healthy 
baby.” 

As far as Becket was aware, it had been three years 
since his mom had spoken Abby’s name. He braced himself 
for her predictable, yet sad, reaction. “You wanna stop by 
the chapel?” 

“No, I don’t think we have time. Abby’s probably 
upstairs waiting for us.” Carrie pulled away and headed for 
the elevator. 

“Wait.” Becket caught up with his mom. “I really want 
you to go sit with me in the chapel for a few minutes.” 

Becket had spent years covering for his mom’s lapses 
in sanity and had only agreed to go to college once he felt 
assured she was better. He supposed his father’s frail 
condition had prompted the memories that continued to 


haunt his mom nearly twenty-four years after Abby’s death, 
but the setback could be disastrous for Becket’s chances of 
returning to school. 

“What about Abby?” Carrie asked, resisting Becket’s 
efforts to get her to the chapel. 

“She’ll understand, Mom.” 

At last, Carrie succumbed to Becket’s wish and 
followed him. “Just a few minutes.” 

Becket remembered the first time his brothers had 
told him about their mom’s breakdown after Abby’s death 
and how she would go days talking to a child that was no 
longer alive. It was just after one of his mom’s lapses, and 
Nic, Cade and Del were worried she would have to go back 
into the psychiatric hospital. At the time, Becket didn’t 
even know what a psychiatric hospital was, so he’d asked 
his teacher. She’d looked at him with compassion in her 
eyes, obviously knowing the family history, and explained, 
in kid-friendly detail, what it was. Becket had made up his 
mind to do whatever it took to make sure his mom never 
had to go away again. It hadn’t been easy and at times he 
felt guilty for deceiving his family, but because he was his 
mother’s baby, easing her back to reality seemed to come 
more naturally to him. 

Becket was grateful the chapel was empty and guided 
his mom to one of the small pews. Only big enough to seat 
around sixteen people, the space was quiet and tranquil, 
with muted overhead lighting and candles flickering 
through the room. It usually took several minutes for his 


mom to return to normal, so it was the perfect spot for 
them to hide. 

“Pretty,” his mom commented. 

“Yes,” Becket agreed, sitting beside her. He tried to 
think of something to say to bring his mother back to 
reality. “I can’t wait to see Locky try to help me with the 
chores. I doubt he’s ever been on a farm.” He chuckled. 
“It'll be an eye-opening experience for him, I bet.” 

“Go easy on him, and whatever you do, don’t laugh if 
he makes a mistake.” She squeezed Becket’s hand. “Men 
hate that, especially men who are used to being good at 
everything they do.” 

Becket rested his head against his mom’s shoulder. 
“Do you think he’s too old for me?” 

“It’s not about age. It’s about what you both want out 
of life that matters. You’re young, and I’m sure there are 
plenty of things that you still want to do that he’s already 
done.” Carrie ruffled Becket’s curls. “You have plenty of life 
ahead of you, baby, don’t rush it.” 

Becket wished he could talk to his mom about the 
night at Fallon’s. The sense of betrayal he still felt daily was 
starting to eat away at everything he considered good 
about himself. 

They sat in silence for several moments before his 
mom spoke. “It happened again, didn’t it?” 

Becket nodded. “It didn’t last long. I think dad has you 
really worried, but he’ll be okay.” He kissed his mom’s 
cheek. “I love you.” 


“I love you too. I miss you when you’re gone, but I 
understand why you needed to leave.” 


* xK K K 


Locky followed Becket’s directions out of Des Moines, 
headed west on I-80. He had a million questions swimming 
around in his head, but he was afraid to voice any of them. 
It had been obvious to everyone in the waiting room that 
something was...off when Becket and Carrie had returned 
from lunch. 

“You’re quiet,” Becket said, staring at Locky. “Did my 
brothers give you a hard time?” 

“No.” Locky cleared his throat, hoping to dislodge the 
foremost thought on his mind. “They told me about Abby.” 

Becket immediately looked away from Locky to stare 
out of the passenger window. “They shouldn’t have done 
that.” 

“Don’t get mad at them. I think they were just trying to 
explain why you and your mom are so close.” Locky could 
tell from Becket’s body language that the conversation 
made him uneasy. His usual sprawl gone, Becket was 
drawing in on himself, practically hugging the side door. 
“We don’t have to talk about it. I was just answering your 
question.” 

“Mom needs me, and more than likely, I won’t be going 
back to school,” Becket mumbled. “I don’t like it, but it is 
what it is.” 


Locky took the next exit he came to, pulled the rental 
car to the side of the off ramp, and parked. “Don’t do that. 
You have three brothers living within a mile of your folks. 
Let them help out more if your parents need it. Go back, 
get your education and then decide what’s best for your 
family. This is your time. Allow yourself to have it.” 

“It’s not that easy.” 

Locky reached across the seat and rested his hand on 
Becket’s shoulder. “You’re twenty. It should be exactly that 
easy.” 

“Did my brothers tell you that my dad put Mom into a 
nut house after Abby died?” 

The question surprised Locky. “No, they said she had 
some problems that nearly destroyed your family, but they 
didn’t give specifics.” 

“Yeah, well, Dad’s good at one thing, farming. Don’t 
get me wrong, I know he loves us and Mom, but when she 
got sick after Abby died, he stuck her in a hospital so he 
wouldn’t have to worry about her being at home with Nic, 
Del and Cade while he worked the fields.” Becket shook his 
head. “It’s always been about the fields.” 

It wasn’t Locky’s place to comment on a family he 
knew so little about, but he couldn’t stay quiet. “Not to play 
devil’s advocate, but your dad had an entire farm to run as 
well as three small children to take care of. I imagine he 
felt overwhelmed at the time, and getting your mom the 
help she obviously needed was one thing he knew would 
help the situation.” 


“Or maybe he just didn’t wanna be bothered?” Becket 
turned in the seat to face Locky. “Her lapses don’t last long, 
and even if they did, so what? She’s not dangerous to 
herself or anyone else. So, maybe she has moments when 
she thinks Abby is still alive. Why is that so horrible that 
the answer is to put her away? And don’t think Dad 
wouldn’t have done it again if he’d known she continued to 
have them, because he would have in a second, and I knew 
it.” 

Locky felt the pain and anger radiating from Becket 
and wondered how many years he had kept both feelings 
locked inside. “She still has them?” 

“She had one today. That’s why we were gone so long 
when I took her to lunch.” 

“How can the rest of your family not know?” Locky felt 
compelled to reach out and cup Becket’s cheek. Everything 
he thought he knew about Becket was proving to be wrong. 

“I think some part of Mom feels safe with me because 
she knows I’ll love her no matter what. Besides, no one else 
is really around her during the day. Farmers are the 
hardest working people I know. Dad wakes with the sun, 
works ‘til sunset and is in bed an hour after he eats 
supper.” 

Becket leaned into Locky’s touch. “I’m sure Mom 
spends many afternoons talking to Abby like she was still 
with us, but no one’s there to see it. I know that in the past, 
she did better during the winter months when Dad was 
inside more. Fuck, who knows, the whole thing might have 
something to do with her feeling so lonely.” 


Locky still couldn’t wrap his mind around the situation. 
He understood what loneliness could do to a person, hell, 
just look at his mother for example. Gloria Regent was a 
wealthy woman whose husband spent the majority of their 
marriage either at the office or in the courtroom, and as a 
result, she became mean and bitter towards everyone, 
including her only child. From what he’d witnessed, Locky 
agreed with Becket’s opinion about his mother. Carrie 
seemed happy and loving despite the cards life had dealt. 
Of course, he’d never witnessed one of her ‘lapses’, as 
Becket called them, but from Locky’s understanding, they 
didn’t seem to hurt anyone. 

Locky moved his hand from Becket’s cheek to the back 
of his neck. “Can I kiss you?” 

Becket’s dark eyebrows drew together. “Why?” 

“Because I want to more than anything,” Locky finally 
admitted, giving in to his need for the first time in months. 

Becket’s hesitance reminded Locky of why he’d 
accompanied the younger man to Iowa in the first place. 
The last thing Becket needed was to feel pressured. He 
withdrew his hand. “I’m sorry. I had no right to ask.” 

Becket just sat there for several moments before 
unbuckling his seatbelt and launching himself over the 
centre console. He wrapped his arms around Locky’s neck 
and pressed their lips together. 

With a groan of appreciation, Locky blindly moved his 
seat back and settled Becket in his lap. Fuck, he’d dreamt 
of tasting Becket again but had held himself back, too 
afraid to get involved. Becket’s tongue duelled expertly 


with Locky’s, showing experience Locky didn’t want to 
think about. 

Locky slid his hands down to cup Becket’s ass, wishing 
they were anywhere but on the off-ramp. Becket tried to 
readjust to give Locky better access and ended up 
smacking his cast against the back of Locky’s head. 

Becket immediately pulled back. “Shit, I’m sorry.” 

With his lips still tingling and his dick throbbing, Locky 
smiled. “Don’t be. I needed something to cool me off 
anyway.” He rested his head against the back of the seat. 
“How much further?” 

“An hour, give or take.” Becket swiped his tongue 
across Locky’s lower lip. “It was even better than I 
remembered.” 

“Yeah,” Locky agreed. 

After several more teasing kisses, Becket moved back 
to the passenger seat and buckled up. “Are you going to 
regret that?” 

“I don’t know,” Locky said in honesty. “Guess that 
depends on you and why you let me kiss you.” 

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean? I’ve wanted 
you since your first day at BK, and I’ve never been shy 
about letting you know.” Becket adjusted his cock. 

Locky didn’t want to get into why he’d always rebuffed 
Becket’s advances, but he needed him to understand where 
he was coming from. “It’s never been because I don’t want 
you. Christ Almighty, I think the opposite is true, but that’s 
what scares the hell out of me. You’re young.” 


Becket opened his mouth, ready to defend himself, but 
Locky held up his hand. “Let me finish. You’re young, and I 
don’t in any way fault you because of that, but I’ve been 
burned before because someone wanted to use me as a 
teacher so he could move on to fucking the entire city.” 

“Pretty sure of your skills, are ya?” 

Locky realised how his statement sounded and 
laughed. “Yeah, I guess I am.” 

Becket put his feet up on the dash and crossed his legs 
at the ankles. “Maybe I have my own skills. Maybe you'll be 
the one to learn something.” 

Moments after the light-hearted words were out of 
Becket’s mouth, Locky noticed an abrupt change in his 
expression. Shit. The sweet, loving son who arrived in Iowa 
had suddenly transformed into the sullen man he’d worried 
about at BK House. Locky had promised that he wouldn’t 
push, but he couldn’t let go without saying something. “I 
don’t know what happened, but I wish you’d let me help 
you.” 

With his head down, Becket sat silent for several 
minutes. “I went out. Had a drink. Someone fucked me 
without a condom and dumped me on the porch.” He 
turned his head and met Locky’s gaze. “That’s it.” 

Locky’s initial concern was for Becket’s health. “Have 
you seen a doctor?” 

Becket bobbed his head up and down lazily. “Had a 
whole round of tests run. I have to go back in a couple 
months for more.” He fisted his hands. “I tried taking the 
medication the doctor gave me just in case whoever fucked 


me had HIV, but I couldn’t handle the side effects and still 
keep Charlie and Jack in the dark.” 

Whoever? Locky’s breath caught in his chest. His 
worst fear about what had happened to Becket was 
realised. “You were raped.” 

“Raped? No. That part was my fault. I went out that 
night wanting to get fucked and that’s exactly what I got. 
The only problem is I think I was drugged, so I don’t know 
by who or how.” 

Anger began to build within Locky. “Tell me where you 
were when it happened.” He had a good idea, but he 
needed to hear it from Becket. There had to be a reason 
Becket refused to return Fallon’s calls or visit his new club. 
The old Becket would have made a place like Fallon’s on 
Fifth a weekly haunt. 

Becket shook his head. “That’s all I’m saying. I don’t 
know who did it, and I won’t accuse someone by mistake.” 

“You need to go to the police.” Locky tried to reach for 
Becket’s hand, but Becket pulled away before Locky could 
touch him. 

“I told you what happened, now drop it.” 

“I don’t think I can,” Locky confessed. “Not when I 
know it could happen to someone else.” 

Becket turned away from Locky to stare out of the 
passenger window once more. “It hasn’t. I’ve seen him 
leave with other guys who went willingly. I actually had a 
moment of insanity and confronted him about it.” 

“Who do you think is watching tonight?” Locky was 
pushing Becket too hard and he knew it, but Becket needed 


to face up to the true crime against him. 

“Fuck!” Becket threw open the door and got out of the 
car. Although they were parked on the side of the off-ramp, 
the ground sloped down sharply beyond the pavement and 
within two steps, Becket lost his balance, pitching him 
down the hill. 

Locky checked for traffic before jumping out and going 
around the trunk of the car to check on Becket. Halfway 
down the embankment, Becket was lying on his back with 
his casted arm to one side and his left arm over his eyes. 
Sideways, Locky eased his way down the slope. “Are you 
hurt?” 

Locky’s chest constricted when Becket didn’t move or 
answer him. He scrambled faster, finally reaching the 
supine man. “Becket?” 

“I’m not there. What if he does it again?” Becket’s 
voice was so soft Locky barely heard the words. 

Locky laid his hand on Becket’s chest. “Are you hurt?” 
he asked again. 

“Just my pride, what little I still have of it,” Becket 
answered. 

“I know you're afraid of going to the police, but you 
can’t take on the burden of watching whoever it is you’re 
watching twenty-four hours a day. It’s not fair to you or 
anyone else who might get hurt.” Locky uncovered Becket’s 
eyes and gazed down at him. “Even if you went out looking 
for a good time, you didn’t give anyone permission to drug 
you or fuck you. That’s a crime, and whoever did it will do 
it again if someone doesn’t stop him.” 


“There’s no evidence. Even if I went to the police, I 
can’t tell them who did it.” 

Locky leant down and gave Becket a gentle kiss on the 
lips before pulling back. “Maybe not, but you can tell them 
where you were when it happened. That should narrow it 
down. If nothing else, it'll make the police aware of a 
predator they may not know about.” 

“Pll think about it.” Becket looked around. “We’d 
better get to the farm before we lose the light.” 


Chapter Four 


Becket tore the note off the screen door and passed it 
back to Locky. “Scotty Melbourne, Cade’s best friend, took 
care of the animals for us. So you’re off the hook, at least 
for tonight.” 

Locky read the note while following Becket inside the 
house. “It says the eggs are in the refrigerator. How’d he 
get in?” 

Becket laughed and threw his duffle bag on the couch. 
“Through the unlocked door.” 

Locky set his bag down beside Becket’s. “Is this an 
Iowa thing?” 

“No, it’s a country thing.” Becket glanced over his 
shoulder. “Hungry? We have eggs.” 

Locky wrinkled his nose. “Right out of the chicken? No 
thanks.” 

Becket couldn’t hold back his laughter. “I hate to break 
it to you, city boy, but they come that way. Or has Portland 
figured out a way to manufacture them?” 

“Hardy har har,” Locky mocked. “I just prefer my eggs 
in a carton from the store.” 

Becket opened the fridge and searched its contents. 
“Can you eat ham or does the fact that we have a pig farm 
down the road gross you out?” 

“Give me the damn ham.” 
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Becket handed Locky the package of lunchmeat and 
retrieved the cardboard carton of eggs before shutting the 
fridge. “Oh look, ours are in cartons, too.” 

Locky growled but softened the sound with a grin.. 
“Are you making fun of me?” 

Becket set the eggs on the counter and draped his 
arms over Locky’s shoulders. “Yeah. You gonna do 
something about it?” 

Locky’s ham joined Becket’s eggs. “Do you want me 
to?” 

Becket rubbed his cast against the front of Locky’s 
jeans. Although he couldn’t actually feel anything through 
the thick plaster, Locky’s groan told Becket it was having 
the desired effect. The sound of Locky’s pleasure turned 
Becket on for the first time since his visit to Fallon’s. He 
shoved thoughts of that night away before they had a 
chance to ruin the moment. He’d waited too long for Locky, 
and he refused to let an unknown man spoil his reactions to 
the kisses Locky was peppering his neck with. Becket 
turned his head enough so they could brush lips. “Wanna 
see my bedroom?” 

“Are you sure?” 

“No,” Becket said with honesty, “but I'd like to try.” He 
prayed he didn’t make a fool of himself, but, God, he 
wanted it so much. 


* xK OK K 


While Becket used the restroom down the hall, Locky 
unpacked his newly purchased duffle bag. He found the 
small plastic bag from the drug store and pulled out the 
lube and box of condoms. He couldn’t stop thinking that 
what he was contemplating was wrong. Not only was 
Becket young, but he’d recently gone through a traumatic 
experience, one that he still hadn’t dealt with. 

Locky sat on the edge of the mattress and tossed the 
supplies on the nightstand. “I can’t do this,” he mumbled. 

“They make pills for that,” Becket joked, coming into 
the room with a towel wrapped around his waist. He 
removed the plastic bread sack off his cast and dropped it 
in the trashcan. 

Riveted by the site of the bulge behind the terrycloth, 
Locky was temporarily speechless, but when that fantastic 
bulge came closer, he couldn’t deny its effect on his own 
cock. He spread his legs and reached out to pull Becket 
between them. “My equipment is in perfect working order. 
It’s my conscience I’m having a hard time with.” 

Becket released the towel and straddled Locky’s lap. 
Palming the front of Locky’s jeans, Becket leant forward. 
“I’m the one who should be worried, and I’m right here.” 

Locky settled his hands on Becket’s hips, fighting the 
urge to touch and explore the ass he longed to bury his 
cock in. “Tell me you’re not doing this in an effort to erase 
that night from your mind?” 

“I don’t even remember that night, so how can that be 
the case. Besides, I’ve hoped for this for a very long time.” 
Becket squeezed Locky’s erection. “Tell you what, get 


undressed and get in bed with me and we'll see just how 
much I want you.” He punctuated the last word with a kiss. 

Locky eyed the box of condoms on the table. 

“Oh.” Becket quickly climbed off Locky’s lap. “You’re 
not worried for the reason I thought.” He picked the towel 
up and wrapped it around him, holding it in place with his 
good hand. “Does it help if I say that the doctor told me it 
was rare to get HIV after a single night with an unknown 
partner?” 

Shocked by the abrupt change in the situation, it took 
Locky a few moments to catch up to Becket’s train of 
thought. “What? You think I’m worried about sleeping with 
you because I’m afraid you'll expose me?” He shook his 
head vehemently. “No. My hesitancy has absolutely nothing 
to do with that.” 

“Then what?” Becket asked. “Is it still the age thing?” 

Locky stood and wrapped his arms around Becket. 
Don’t push, he reminded himself. “You still haven’t 
acknowledged that you were raped. I guess I’m worried 
that...” Shit. How did he explain his fear without hurting 
Becket further? 

Becket pushed out of Locky’s embrace. “You’re 
blackmailing me? If I tell you I was raped, you'll agree to 
fuck me?” He grabbed Locky’s duffle and threw it at him. 
“TIl make it easy for you. The guestroom’s down the hall.” 

Locky caught his bag and stared at Becket. He 
couldn’t believe he was getting ready to walk away after 
finally admitting to himself how much he cared for the 
younger man. Why was it so important to him that he hear 


Becket say the word? Never in his life had he begged a man 
to do anything, but he was about to do just that. “I’m sorry, 
but I don’t want to sleep in the other room. I’d much rather 
sleep in here, with you.” 

“Just like that you’ve changed your mind?” 

Locky dropped his bag on the floor. “Yes—No.” 
Frustrated with himself, he ran his fingers through his hair. 
“I don’t know. But all I can think about is holding you, and 
I’m afraid if I leave this room Ill never again get the 
chance.” 

Becket stared straight at Locky without giving any 
indication as to what he was feeling. After several seconds, 
Becket dropped his towel and pulled back the covers. “Stay 
if you want, but I sleep in the nude.” 
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Becket woke the following morning with the warmest 
blanket he’d ever known wrapped around him. He snuggled 
back against the heat of Locky’s torso and the arms around 
him seemed to automatically tighten. Cool. 

Becket took a chance and scooted his bare ass closer 
to Locky’s morning wood. He only wished Locky hadn’t 
insisted on wearing sleep pants to bed. Becket reached 
back and pulled his cheeks apart enough to capture the 
thick erection between them. Locky’s cock was beyond 
hard, beyond big and holy fuck he wanted it inside him. 

“Mmm,” Locky moaned in his sleep, grinding against 
Becket. 


Becket wondered if he could make them both come 
without waking Locky. He closed his eyes and wrapped his 
left hand around his cock while he continued to move 
against the stiff prick rubbing his ass. 

When Locky’s grinding turned into thrusts, Becket had 
a feeling his hesitant lover was starting to wake. Becket 
began to jerk his cock in earnest, hoping to finish before 
Locky realised what he was doing. 

“You’re playing with fire,” Locky grumbled in Becket’s 
ear. 

“No I’m not, I’m playing with myself,” Becket 
corrected. He took the opportunity to squeeze his ass 
cheeks together, giving Locky’s cock a pseudo embrace. 

Locky nuzzled his face against the side of Becket’s 
neck and continued to move against him. “This isn’t fair,” 
Locky continued to grumble. “I can’t stop now.” 

“I don’t want you to.” Goose bumps broke out on 
Becket’s body as he felt Locky fumble with his sleep pants. 

Sliding his bare cock up and down the crevice of 
Becket’s ass, Locky started to pant. “Can’t stop. Can’t 
stop,” Locky said over and over. 

“Awww, fuck!” Becket was the first to come, covering 
his hand with the warm, thick fluid of his passion. 

With a deep growl, Locky went rigid. A split second 
later, Becket felt the first splash of cum land on his lower 
back. He grinned, more than satisfied with himself for 
breaking down Locky’s wall, but before he could get too 
comfortable with the change in their relationship, Locky 
rolled away from him. 


“I can’t believe I let that happen.” Locky sat up and 
swung his legs over the side of the bed. “I lost control, 
which is something I never do.” 

Before Becket could say anything, Locky stood, pulled 
his pants up and strode from the room. So much for 
basking in the afterglow. He knew if he gave Locky too 
much time to think about what had happened, the stubborn 
fool would start re-erecting that damn wall. 

Becket was determined not to let that happen. He 
wiped himself clean with the sheet before getting out of 
bed. He found the jeans he’d worn the previous day and 
slipped them on before going after the infuriating man. 

“Locky,” he called, walking out of the bedroom. With a 
plan formulating, he knocked on the closed bathroom door. 
The shower wasn’t running so he knew Locky could hear 
him. “It’s not your fault, it’s mine. “ 

Becket was laying it on a bit thick, but if it worked, 
he’d keep spreading. “I guess I needed to know you 
actually wanted me because you think I’m a hot piece of ass 
and not because you’re feeling sorry for me.” 

The door swung open and a red-faced Locky stared 
down at him. “Don’t you dare trivialise what I feel for you. I 
followed you here like a damn dog, going against 
everything my fucking head kept telling me because I could 
no longer deny that I cared. I didn’t know the truth about 
what happened to you, but I knew you were upset, and I 
couldn’t stand the thought of you dealing with it on your 


5 


own. 


Becket took a step back. He’d wanted Locky for a long 
time, but in his mind, he never thought he had a chance 
outside the bedroom. He’d certainly never hoped Locky 
would go beyond telling him he was a great lay. 

The house phone rang before Becket could formulate a 
response. Talk about being saved by the bell. He decided to 
take the easy way out for the moment. After he had some 
time to think about the situation he would feel better 
prepared to share his own feelings. “I’m sorry, but I need to 
get that in case it’s Mom.” 

Locky nodded. “I understand.” 

Becket ran to the phone in his parents’ bedroom. 
“Hello?” 

“Hey, Mom’s been asking for you,” Cade drawled. 
“Sorry, man, I know she asked you to take care of things for 
her at the farm, but I think you’d do better here.” He 
cleared his throat. “She, uh, had one of those things. Julie 
was with her and didn’t tell me until this morning, but I 
guess it was bad. Mom kept asking for you and eventually 
got pretty nasty with Julie when she said you'd left.” 

“I’m sorry.” Becket seemed to say those words a lot 
lately, but the thought of his mom having one of her lapses 
in front of Cade’s wife could mean the end of the secret. 

“It’s not your fault. Anyway, we both think it would be 
better if you’re here. I talked to Nic and Del and they’re 
going to head home today. We all feel you could be of more 
use here.” 

“Okay.” Becket felt Locky’s presence and turned to see 
him standing in the doorway. “Any word on when Dad will 


be released?” 

“Could be as early as tomorrow. You know Dad, he’s 
already raising hell. ‘Goddamn hospital just wants to gouge 
me for more money’,” Cade said, doing his best imitation of 
their father. 

“You're getting way too good at that.” 

“Yeah, well, I’ve spent my entire life trying to be just 
like him. Probably the same reason you’re a lot like Mom.” 

Although Cade said it in a joking manner, Becket 
couldn’t help but take offence. “I didn’t have much choice, 
and you know it. Dad didn’t want me around.” 

“That’s bullshit. You belonged to Mom and she let 
everyone know it, including Dad. Face it, brother, you were 
the chosen one.” 

“That’s not fair,” Becket argued. 

“Fair or not, you came out on the winning end.” 

“How do you figure?” Becket asked Cade. He turned 
his back to Locky, hoping to have it out with his oldest 
brother without him overhearing. 

“Mom loved you enough to let you go to college. You 
think the rest of us were given that choice?” 

Becket had always wondered why his brothers didn’t 
seem to like him, guess he had his answer. “I didn’t know 
you wanted to go to college.” 

“Well I did, but now’s not the time to talk about 
something that’ll never happen.” 

Cade was fifteen years older than Becket, but there 
was still time if college was something he was genuinely 
interested in. He made a mental note to get back to that 


once their dad was home and things had settled down. His 
mom was the biggest issue at the moment. “Tell me what 
Julie told you about Mom’s lapse.” 

“Just that they got on the elevator in the lobby and 
Mom pushed the button for the maternity ward. When Julie 
tried to correct her, Mom shoved her against the wall and 
told her no one was going to keep her away from Abby.” 
Cade sighed. “When they arrived on the floor, Mom went to 
the viewing window and stood there, just staring at the 
babies like she actually expected Abby to be one of them. I 
don’t know, Becket, maybe it’s her being here that’s the 
problem, but we can’t let Dad see her like that.” 

“So why don’t I drive over, pick her up and bring her 
home?” Becket knew his brother was right. If his mom 
stayed in Des Moines, his dad would eventually find out 
she’d never fully recovered from Abby’s death. He loved his 
dad, but he was short-sighted and sometimes cruel when it 
came to dealing with someone he considered abnormal. 

“I doubt she’ll leave with him still here,” Cade replied. 

“I can try.” Becket glanced over his shoulder. “Pl be 
there as soon as I can.” 

“T’ll tell her you’re coming.” 

Becket hung up the phone and turned to Locky and 
explained what had happened. “I think I need to bring her 
here before Dad catches on to what’s happening.” 

“What is happening?” 

Becket joined Locky in the doorway, their earlier 
argument forgotten for the moment. “It’s Des Moines, it’s 
Dad...” He shook his head. Two days ago his thoughts had 


only been on himself and his own problems, but now he had 
Locky, his mom, his dad and the resentment of his brothers 
to deal with. Fuck, I’m only twenty. “How did I get here?” 

“We drove.” Locky rested his hands on Becket’s 
shoulders. “Are you okay?” 

Becket shook his head again. “I just wanted out of this 
town, out of this house. A few years to finally feel like a kid. 
Some time to myself, to explore who I was, what I wanted 
out of life.” 

“Becket, you’re scaring me. What’s wrong?” 

Becket stared up at Locky. “My whole life’s fucked up. 
Instead of fixing things, I’ve spent years putting Band-Aids 
on all the problems in my life, and suddenly everything’s 
coming unstuck.” 

Locky led Becket out of the master bedroom to the 
bathroom. He turned on the shower and handed Becket one 
of the plastic bags Becket had set on the sink the night 
before. “It’s been a hard morning. Why don’t you clean-up, 
and IIl start breakfast.” 

The expression on Locky’s face threatened to break 
Becket’s heart. Did Locky think he was crazy like his mom? 
No, despite everything else going on, he refused to allow 
that to happen. “A couple of years ago, I begged my mom to 
take me to Des Moines, to a Pride Parade. She was afraid to 
go behind my dad’s back, but I begged her until she finally 
gave in.” Becket turned off the water. “Mom let me drive 
that day. She was fine until just outside Des Moines. She 
was uneasy, anxious. I asked her what was wrong, and she 
started to cry. She asked me if I was taking her back to the 


hospital where my father had taken her after Abby died. I 
told her no, that I would never do that, but she wouldn’t 
believe me. I finally had no choice but to turn around and 
come back home.” 

“And you think that’s why she’s having these lapses?” 

“Yeah, I think so. I never told anyone,” Becket 
confessed. 

“Maybe it’s time you did. I’m not trying to get in the 
middle of your family business, but it sounds like you’ve 
spent your entire life trying to protect her.” 

“I have,” Becket agreed. “She didn’t have anyone 
else.” 

“She had a husband.” 

“Dad would’ve put her in the hospital.” Becket couldn’t 
believe that Locky still didn’t understand the situation. 
“We’ve already gone over this. Most of the time she’s fine, 
and even when she’s not, she’s just confused and sad. No 
one seems to understand that but me.” 

Locky leaned in and kissed Becket softly on the lips. 
He took the bag out of Becket’s hand and slipped it over 
the cast before securing it with a rubber band. “Shower. I'll 
make breakfast then we’ll go pick up your mom.” While he 
spoke, Locky unzipped Becket’s jeans and pushed them 
down. 

“Why’re you being so cool about this?” Becket stepped 
out of his jeans and stood naked in front of Locky. 

“Because it’s clear to me that we have to get you 
through this family stuff before we can talk about us.” 
Locky reached down and brushed Becket’s flaccid cock 


with the back of his hand. “And if I have my way, there will 
be an us.” 
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Locky threaded his fingers through Becket’s. They’d 
been on the road for over an hour and had barely said two 
words to each other, but he refused to take it personally. In 
the last twenty-four hours, he’d realised that everything he 
thought he’d known about Becket had been wrong. For 
almost a year he’d mistaken Becket’s carefree attitude as a 
sign of immaturity, when in actuality, Locky suspected it 
had more to do with Becket having been released from the 
unfair responsibilities he’d carried his entire life. 

Locky stole a glance at Becket. He wanted him even 
more now that he knew the truth. Unfortunately, he also 
understood why it was so important that Becket allow 
himself the freedom of youth that most people took for 
granted. For someone who had been figuratively chained to 
his mother his entire life, the last thing Becket needed was 
to settle down with his first real boyfriend, and that didn’t 
even take into account the horrendous wrong he’d suffered 
at the hands of his unknown rapist. 

The closer they got to Des Moines, the lower Locky’s 
spirit sank. He tried to remember the old saying about if 
you love something set it free. Love? No. Love wasn’t what 
Becket needed. 

“You okay?” Becket asked. 


Locky smiled and brought Becket’s hand to his mouth. 
After a quick kiss, he released it and settled both hands on 
the wheel. “I’m fine.” 

It was a lie. Locky’s heart was at war with his 
conscience. He should help Becket through his troubles out 
of friendship, not as a lover, or else he’d never be able to 
set him free. “How long do you plan to stay once your dad’s 
released?” 

“I don’t know. Depends on how Mom is, I guess. Why?” 

“Because I think I’ll fly back Friday. Students should 
start showing up this weekend, and it’s my job to help them 
get settled. Do you think you’ll be ready to head back with 
me?” 

“I have absolutely no clue whether I’ll even get to go 
back.” 

Locky gripped the steering wheel tighter in an effort to 
keep from reaching for Becket. “If what you say is true, 
your mom should be much better once you get her home. 
Please don’t give up on what you’ve started at school. This 
is your time, and you’ve earned it.” 

“Not according to my brother,” Becket grumbled. 

Locky hadn’t mentioned the obvious argument Becket 
and his brother got into over the phone, but since Becket 
brought it up, Locky felt compelled to say something. “You 
can’t take responsibility for your brother, only yourself.” 

“And my mom,” Becket added. “I know you think I’m 
stupid for doing what I do, but I love her and she’s the only 
one who’s ever really loved me back.” 


Locky knew that wasn’t true but it wasn’t the time to 
correct Becket. He was about to say something that Becket 
wouldn’t want to hear. “I think your mom should see a 
counsellor. I’m not suggesting she’s crazy or needs to be 
put back in the hospital, but I think she needs help in order 
to deal with what happened. I know you've tried to protect 
her, but you’ve done your part. It’s time for you to move on 
with your life and for someone else to step in.” 

When Becket didn’t immediately fire back at him, 
Locky began to worry. “You hate me for saying that?” Locky 
asked. 

“No, I’ve been telling myself that for a long time, but 
knowing it and doing it are two different things.” 

“Why don’t you start by talking to your mom? Ask her 
if she would consider going to see someone.” Locky gave in 
to his desire and reached for Becket’s hand. “It’s worth a 
try, right?” 

“Yeah, maybe.” 


Chapter Five 


“This is a nice room, Mom.” Becket took a running 
leap and jumped onto the bed like he’d done when he was a 
kid. 

“The boys rented the one next door last night. It felt 
nice to have them close again. I know they only live down 
the road, but it’s not the same as when all four of you were 
home.” 

Becket held out his hand. “Come over here and sit by 
me.” 

After kicking off her shoes and removing Becket’s with 
a tsking sound only mothers can make, his mom laid down 
beside him. On her back, she stared up at the ceiling. “They 
told you, didn’t they?” 

“Yes.” Becket rolled to his side and rested his cheek on 
his mother’s shoulder. “I don’t want to go back to school 
with you like this, Mom. But I don’t want to stay here 
either.” 

“It’s not something I can control,” she whispered. 

“I know.” Becket draped his casted hand over his mom 
and hugged her. “I love you more than I’ve ever loved 
anyone, but I don’t know how to help you anymore. Maybe 
it’s time we find you someone who can.” 

“Everyone will know. What if your dad finds out?” 

“Is that the problem? Are you really afraid of Dad? He 
loves you, Mom. I know he doesn’t always show it, but I 


have to believe he does.” Becket thought of what Locky had 
said as an outsider looking in. “I know he really hurt you 
when he put you away after Abby died, but I think he didn’t 
know what else to do. Abby was his baby, too, and suddenly 
he was trying to mourn her death and take care of Del, Nic 
and Cade while worrying about you and how he was 
supposed to get the farm work done. Maybe trying to get 
you the help he thought you needed and he couldn’t give, 
was the best he was capable of at the time.” 

“Why’re you taking his side?” Becket’s mom rolled 
away from him. 

“I’m not. Locky said...” 

“Locky!” she screeched. “Now you're listening to 
someone who’s no better than a stranger to the family!” 

“Stop it.” Becket jerked back. “Locky’s trying to help.” 

“No!” She swung her legs over the side of the bed and 
sat up. “He’s trying to take you away from me.” 

With a heavy heart, Becket got off the bed and went to 
kneel in front of his mom. “No one can take me away from 
you.” He searched for the right words to make her 
understand. “I'll always be your son, but this is about you. I 
need you to get better, and I don’t think you can do that 
until you talk to someone about Abby’s death.” 

“I don’t talk about that,” she said, shaking her head. 

“I know, but I think it’s time you did. Maybe it’ll help.” 

“No.” Becket’s mother pulled away and picked up her 
shoes. “I need to get back to the hospital.” She grabbed 
Becket’s sneakers and handed them to him. “Come on.” 


It was a typical move by his mother. She always bailed 
when she was uncomfortable with a situation, but this one 
was too important for Becket to drop. “Don’t do that, Mom. 
You can’t keep pretending. J can’t keep pretending. I’m 
sorry Abby died, and I’ve spent my entire life trying to 
make up for the pain you carry inside, but I can’t keep 
doing it.” 

“So don’t. Go back to school with your new friend and 
forget all about it. lll deal with it on my own.” 

She started for the door, and Becket knew he had one 
chance to stop her. “I’m going back on Friday. I’d like to 
help you find a doctor before I go.” 

“Not necessary. You can go back now if you want. I’d 
hate to waste anymore of your life.” 

She walked out without another word, leaving a 
confused Becket behind. With exploding anger, Becket 
threw his shoes against the wall, breaking a_ tacky 
landscape picture in the process. Pain radiated up his arm, 
reminding him that he had yet another set of problems 
waiting for him at school. 

Unwilling to face the rest of the day, Becket pulled 
back the covers and crawled into bed. His mom had made it 
perfectly clear that she not only wouldn’t go seek help, but 
also if he left her and went back to college, he’d be labelled 
a traitor in her eyes. 

With a groan of frustration, Becket dug into his pocket 
and retrieved his phone. Of all the problems he wanted to 
put off dealing with, Locky wasn’t one of them. He’d spent 
almost the entire ride into Des Moines thinking about the 


earlier conversation they’d had in the bathroom doorway. 
Locky had feelings for him, real feelings, it seemed. 

“Hey,” Locky answered the phone. 

“Is my mom back there yet?” Becket huddled under 
the blanket more out of insecurity than a chill in the air- 
conditioned room. 

“Haven’t seen her. How’d it go?” 

“It sucked. She walked out.” Just the sound of Locky’s 
deep voice helped Becket feel calmer. He wondered if that 
voice would get even deeper the older Locky became. Fun. 
He closed his eyes and tried to imagine waking up with that 
sexy growl every morning. 

“Tm sorry.” 

“Not half as sorry as I am. Can you come over?” 

“Already on the way.” 
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Crossing the street to the hotel, Locky’s phone rang. 
He pulled it out of his pocket and was surprised to see 
Charlie’s name on the display. “Hey.” 

“How’s Becket?” Charlie asked. 

“A lot’s going on.” Locky refused to share all Becket’s 
family secrets. “If you’re calling to see when I’m coming 
back, I made a reservation for Friday morning. I should be 
there before dinner.” 

“Good to know, but that’s not the reason I’m calling. 
There was an article in the paper this morning that I 
thought you might be interested in. A bartender from 


Fallon’s was arrested and charged with drugging and 
molesting a student here at the college. Someone in his 
dorm found him unconscious in the lobby and called the 
police. Anyway, the evidence eventually led them to the 
bartender, Paul Williams, but everyone knows him as 
Jigger.” 

“Fuck!” Locky walked into the hotel lobby and headed 
straight for the elevator. “I need to talk to Becket.” 

“Yeah, I thought you might. Whatever he needs, make 
sure he knows we're here for him.” 

“I will. Thanks for letting me know.” Locky hung up 
and stepped into the elevator. After a short ride up, he let 
himself into the rented room and bolted the door. With the 
lights off and the curtains drawn, he could barely see his 
hand in front of his face. “You asleep?” 

“No, just lying here trying to figure out what’s next.” 

Locky followed the sound of Becket’s voice. “I didn’t 
pass Carrie on the way over. Are you sure she was going 
back to the hospital?” 

“Who knows where she was going. She just walked 
out, told me to go back to school tonight, that we didn’t 
need to wait until Friday.” Becket grabbed Locky’s hand as 
soon as he neared the bed. “Kick your shoes off and get in. 
Please?” 

Locky did as asked. Talking to Becket about his phone 
call from Charlie was going to be tricky. The last thing he 
wanted was to plant false memories in Becket’s head about 
what happened that night. Becket scooted against him and 


he was surprised to feel skin, a lot of it. “What’s going on, 
you were so upset you decided to get naked?” 

“Complaining?” 

Locky ran his palm down Becket’s side to his hip. He 
tried to keep his mind off sex but he was only human. “I’m 
confused, not stupid.” 

“You’re also overdressed.” Becket clumsily pulled 
Locky’s T-shirt off over his head. “Everything in my life’s 
turned to shit.” He kissed Locky’s chest. “Except this. You.” 

Locky’s eyes drifted shut as Becket kissed and licked a 
path down his torso. Stay strong. As good as Becket’s 
mouth felt and as badly as he wanted it to continue, he 
couldn’t become the distraction Becket was so obviously 
looking for. “Did you get your mom to talk about what 
happened to Abby?” 

Becket stopped in the process of unzipping Locky’s 
jeans. “You wanna talk about this now?” 

“We have to talk about this now. Did she acknowledge 
Abby’s death and how it made her feel?” 

“Of course not. She’s been ignoring it for over twenty 
years, pretending everything is okay, destroying her life 
and my life in the process. She’s so afraid of how people, 
like my dad, will react that she’ll continue to live in her own 
world, no matter who gets hurt in the process.” 

“Like mother like son.” Locky hoped the statement 
would hit its intended mark. He was taking a huge chance, 
but maybe it was the wake-up call Becket needed. 

“Is that what you think I’m doing?” Becket sat up and 
stretched across to turn on the bedside lamp then stared 


down at Locky. “You do, don’t you?” 

“Your rape is your mother’s Abby. If you pretend it 
didn’t happen, you'll never be able to get on with your life, 
not really, because just like your mom, you'll lock yourself 
in a lie that will continue to haunt you.” 

“T’ve already told you, I wasn’t raped. I went there 
looking for company with one goal in mind.” 

Locky pulled Becket back down and into his arms. He 
kissed the top of Becket’s head and waited until he relaxed 
before continuing. “Did you ever see that old Jodie Foster 
movie, The Accused?” 

“You mean that woman in the movie about that guy 
who was making the skin suit?” 

“Yes, but that’s not the movie I’m talking about. In The 
Accused, Jodie Foster played this woman who went to a 
college bar. She was all decked out in this really slutty 
outfit, dancing and getting drunk. Anyway, in the backroom 
of the bar, a bunch of guys gang raped her. The whole 
movie centres around Jodie’s character trying to prove to 
people that she wasn’t asking to be raped because of the 
clothes she wore or the way she acted.” He tilted Becket’s 
chin up and stared him in the eye. “Do you think if a woman 
wears sexy clothes it’s okay for some guy to rape her?” 

“Stop putting words in my mouth.” 

“Okay, then you tell me, did she ask to be raped?” 

“Of course not, but it isn’t the same. Sounds like she 
was awake for it, so she had to suffer through the pain and 
humiliation. I was asleep. At least I think I was. I don’t 
really know for sure.” 


Locky held his breath. He wondered if Becket realised 
what he’d just admitted. 

“I was raped,” Becket mumbled, his voice sounding 
oddly...off. 

“By who?” Locky asked, knowing it might be his only 
chance to get the truth out of Becket. 

“I don’t know. That’s why I can’t stand to think about 
it. I hate that I can’t remember who fucked me. Just 
thinking about it makes me sick to my stomach.” 

“Where were you when it happened?” 

It took so long for Becket to answer, Locky almost gave 
up hope. “Fallon’s new place,” Becket eventually said. 

“Fallon’s?” Locky needed to make sure. 

“Yeah, but I don’t think it was him. There was this 
other guy there that I didn’t know. There was something 
about him...” Becket buried his face against Locky’s chest. 
“I don’t have proof, not a shred, so if you’re thinking of 
confronting him, save your breath, I’ve already tried.” 

Locky tensed at the thought of Becket confronting the 
suspected rapist. “Was this other man’s name Jigger?” 

Becket lifted his head and met his gaze. “How do you 
know that?” 

Locky put his hands under Becket’s armpits and lifted 
him up his body until they were face to face. “Charlie called 
earlier...” he began. 
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After Locky drifted off to sleep, Becket carefully eased 
out of bed and tip-toed into the bathroom. Like the morning 
after he’d been raped, he felt dirty. He grabbed a plastic 
sack and secured it over his cast. He’d be happy to get the 
damn thing off. It was a pain in the ass and then some. He 
turned on the shower and stepped under the spray. 

The conversation had confirmed everything he’d 
feared, yet at the same time, part of him felt relief. It was 
this last feeling that made him feel dirty, because his first 
reaction had been elation that someone else would be the 
one to testify against Jigger. He was off the hook, so why 
didn’t he feel better about it? 

“Is this a private party?” Locky asked. 

One thing was certain in Becket’s mind. Despite 
everything else going on, Locky was still the best thing to 
ever come into his life. He opened the shower curtain to 
find a gloriously nude hunk of a man waiting on the other 
side. “Only if you’ve come prepared.” 

Locky’s dark eyebrows shot up in surprise. He held up 
his finger. “Give me a minute.” 

Becket laughed as Locky sprinted out of the bathroom. 
While he was gone, Becket picked up the soap and began to 
thoroughly clean his dick and ass. He hadn’t planned on 
having sex with Locky for the first time in the shower, but 
the time seemed right and damn it, Becket wasn’t about to 
let the moment pass him by because of a little thing like 
location. 

Locky returned to the bathroom with the supplies, but 
Becket noticed a difference in Locky’s expression. “You’re 


not going to back out on me again, are you?” Becket asked. 

“I need to ask you something, well, actually, I need you 
to promise me something.” Locky set the lube and condoms 
on the side of the tub and waited. 

“Okay,” Becket agreed. It was obvious Locky had 
something serious on his mind, and for some reason the 
divide between them felt like more than just a five-inch slab 
of porcelain. He turned off the water and grabbed a towel 
off the rack. “What is it?” 

Locky followed Becket’s lead and wrapped a towel 
around his waist. “You’re young,” he began. 

Becket held up his hands. “Please don’t start this 
again. I thought we were beyond it.” 

“We are—that’s not what I’m worried about.” 

“Then what?” Instead of standing in the cold 
bathroom, Becket swiped the lube and condoms off the side 
of the tub and walked into the bedroom. He set the supplies 
on the bedside table along with the wet plastic sack, before 
dropping his towel and climbing in bed. It still wasn’t clear 
whether or not Locky planned to kibosh the whole thing, 
but it sure as hell wouldn’t be because Becket didn’t want 
it. 

“For the first time in your life you’re free to do what 
you want, when you want.” 

“Yeah and right now I want you.” Becket thought he’d 
already made that clear. 

Locky sat on the opposite queen bed and faced Becket. 
“I know you do, and Lord help me, I want you, too. But in 


the last few days, one of my biggest fears has resurfaced 
and I’m worried.” 

Becket’s entire focus was on the first half of Locky’s 
statement, so it took him several moments for the second 
half to catch up. “Wait, why would you be afraid of me?” 

“Not you, the way I feel about you. I already care a 
great deal, and I know I’m only going to fall deeper the 
more time I spend with you.” 

“So what’s the problem?” 

“You’re not ready for what I want, and there’s no way 
in hell I’d expect you to be, not now, not after everything 
you’ve been through.” Locky stood and moved to kneel 
beside Becket’s bed. “You’re gonna break my heart, and I 
know it, but damn it, I want you anyway.” 

Becket peeled back the covers and welcomed Locky 
under them. “I may just surprise you.” 

Locky tore off his towel and joined Becket. “Light on or 
off?” 

Becket paused at the question. Although he’d spent 
the previous school year making up for his lack of sex 
growing up in Crescent Ridge, he’d never had an actual 
boyfriend. Most of his encounters happened in the 
occasional dorm room, bar bathroom or parked car. He was 
ashamed to admit he didn’t really know what was expected. 
“Umm, I don’t know. Whatever you want is fine.” 

Locky got out of bed and walked to the window. He 
opened the heavy drapes to the setting sunlight. “We’ll 
compromise.” He slid back in bed and turned off the lamp. 
Bathed in a soft orange hue, the room felt warm, safe. 


Becket rested his head against Locky’s chest. He felt 
oddly uneasy, and wasn’t ashamed to admit it. “I’m 
nervous.” 

Locky wrapped his arms around Becket and rolled 
them both until they were face to face on their sides. “Don’t 
be. You’ve been through a traumatic event. If you decide all 
you want to do is lay in my arms all night, I’m okay with 
that. It’s whatever you’re comfortable with.” 

Becket grinned. Bless Locky and his sensitive heart. 
“I’m not nervous because of what happened to me.” He 
traced Locky’s eyebrows with his fingertips. “This is 
special, and I’ve never had something special.” 

Locky started with a soft kiss, slowly working into a 
deeper, more passionate play of tongues. Becket returned 
each touch and moan and soon forgot all about being 
nervous. He gave himself over to Locky’s tender handling 
and immediately noticed the difference. His usual hook-up 
involved rough groping, sloppy kisses with little to no 
thought or feeling behind them and either a blowjob or a 
quick fuck. 

Locky took his time in demonstrating his skills as a 
lover. No wonder the man was so confident in his abilities. 
Within minutes, Becket was putty in Locky’s hands. He put 
up no resistance when Locky pushed down the covers and 
began to explore Becket’s body with his mouth and hands. 

Becket tucked his casted hand under _ Locky’s 
abandoned pillow, hoping it would be enough to remind him 
of the heavy plaster and the damage it could inflict if his 
passion got out of control. Spreadeagle on the bed, Becket 


watched as Locky neared his cock. It wasn’t safe, not 
completely, not yet. He reached down and threaded his 
fingers through Locky’s thick dark hair. “You probably 
shouldn’t do that without a condom.” 

Locky looked up at Becket with a wicked grin. “Oh, 
don’t worry about that, I’m not going to let you come yet. 
I’m going to tease you until you’re out of your mind.” 

“Really? I’m twenty. I can come with no other help 
than a stiff breeze and a billboard of a hot guy,” Becket 
countered. 

Laughing, Locky tickled Becket’s balls with the tip of 
his tongue. 

“I wasn’t kidding,” Becket warned. 

Locky encircled the base of Becket’s cock with his 
fingers and squeezed with enough pressure to prolong 
Becket’s pleasure. “Will that help?” 

Becket had never worn a cock ring, but he was 
beginning to understand their worth. “Hope so.” 

Locky resumed his attention to Becket’s balls, laving 
and sucking them into the warmth of his mouth. Holy fuck. 
Even with the pressure on his cock, Becket had to bite the 
inside of his cheek to keep from shooting. 

“T don’t think I can do this,” Becket admitted. 

Locky immediately pulled back and sat up. “I’m sorry. I 
didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable, I was just...” 

“Shut up,” Becket interrupted. “I meant I can’t not 
come when you’re doing that.” 

With a relieved sigh, Locky fell back to the bed and 
moved up to rest his head beside Becket’s. “Maybe it would 


be better to stick to the basics for now.” 

“Do the basics still involve you fucking me?” Becket 
asked. 

“Most definitely.” Locky leaned in and gave Becket 
another round of deep kisses before reaching for the 
supplies on the bedside table. “You’re a good kisser.” 

Becket shrugged in mock-arrogance. “You’re not the 
only one who’s picked up skills along the way.” 

Locky poured lube onto his fingers and reached 
between Becket’s spread legs. “Show me more of those 
skills.” 

Becket initiated another kiss just as Locky’s slick 
finger began to stretch his hole. While Becket prided 
himself on his kissing and blowjob skills, it seemed Locky’s 
expertise were never ending. The gentle slide of Locky’s 
finger was yet another reminder that Becket was finally 
with someone who cared. 

Becket reached down and wrapped his hand around 
Locky’s cock. Even more magnificent than Becket had ever 
imagined, Locky’s cock was a road map of thick veins. 
There was no question in Becket’s mind how good the 
ridged dick would feel fucking in and out of him. 

Locky pushed another finger inside Becket’s hole. 
“Okay?” 

“I’d rather have something bigger.” Becket squeezed 
Locky’s cock to punctuate his point. 

Locky ignored Becket’s plea and continued to stretch 
him using his fingers. It wasn’t until he’d worked up to 
three moving easily in and out of Becket’s ass that he 


reached for the condom. He fumbled with the foil package 
for several moments before eventually handing it to Becket. 
“My hand’s too slippery.” 

Becket took the condom without mentioning the visible 
Shaking of Locky’s hands. He easily opened the foil 
wrapper and held it up. Could it be that Locky was as 
excited as he was, or was it a case of nerves that kept 
Locky from his task? Becket smiled to himself in 
satisfaction. It didn’t really matter why Locky’s hands 
shook, it was reassuring to know he wasn’t the only one 
affected. 

“Thanks,” Locky mumbled, rolling the condom down 
his length. 

“I’m here to please.” Although Becket said it in a 
teasing manner, the words were sincere. 

Locky rolled on top of Becket and insinuated himself 
between Becket’s spread thighs. At the first touch of 
Locky’s cock against his hole, Becket sent a silent thank 
you to the man upstairs. He wrapped his legs around Locky 
and urged him in. 

Staring down at him, Locky’s jaw muscles began to 
tighten and twitch as he eased his way inside. “So good,” 
he ground out. 

“Mmm hmm.” Becket was beyond speech at the 
moment. He was lost in a world that centred around the fat 
cock of his dreams rocking its way as deep into his ass as it 
would go. It was a glorious world, one he hoped to return to 
again and again. 


Buried to the root, Locky hissed out a breath. “Fuck.” 
He gave Becket a few heartbeats to get used to the size of 
his cock before he started to move. 

Becket closed his eyes and tried to relax, making it 
easier for Locky. Ideas began racing through his mind of all 
the places in BK they could sneak away to fuck. Locky had 
made it clear to Becket the previous year that he didn’t get 
involved with residents. Becket wondered if that was a 
house rule or a personal one. 

Locky’s thrusts increased in speed and intensity, 
bringing Becket out of his daydream. He opened his eyes 
and propped himself up enough to see the joining of 
Locky’s body with his. Sexy didn’t begin to describe the 
way Locky’s dick looked sliding in and out of Becket’s hole. 
Becket reached for his cock and began stroking himself, 
paying particular attention to the underside of his crown. 

Becket’s stomach muscles began to tighten as his 
breathing picked up, a sure sign that he was moments away 
from climax. “Close,” he managed to say between pants. 

Locky nodded his head, whether in permission or 
agreement, Becket didn’t know but he’d take it regardless. 
He aimed his cock towards his own stomach and shot a 
thick load of pearly white cum onto his abdomen, one drop 
landing high on his chest. “Fuuuck!” 

By the time the last strand left his cock, Becket 
worried that he’d forgotten how to breathe. He searched 
desperately for each indrawn breath of air, hoping he 
wouldn’t pass out and make a fool of himself. 


Locky landed on top of Becket, making the fight for 
oxygen even more difficult. Becket pushed at Locky’s chest 
for several seconds before Locky was able to roll himself to 
Becket’s side. 

Bathed in the last light of the setting sun, Becket and 
Locky lay side by side, each of them fighting to slow their 
heart rate. Finally, Becket licked his lips and turned his 
head to stare at Locky. “I thought I was going to either pass 
out or die.” 

It took Locky a moment to answer. “Yeah.” 

With his energy drained, Becket was barely able to 
reach to the floor to grab his bath towel. He did his best to 
clean his cum from Locky’s stomach and his own before 
collapsing again. “I wonder if Mom’s planning to sleep 
here.” 

“I thought you wanted to take her back to the farm 
tonight.” Locky gathered Becket in his arms and kissed his 
forehead. 

“I’m too exhausted to make the drive tonight. Besides, 
I think I need to try to talk to her again. I don’t know, 
maybe I should talk to Dad instead.” 

It sucked. Physically Becket was on cloud nine, but 
mentally he was still confused as to how to handle his mom. 
In his heart, he knew he would have to eventually walk 
away if his mom didn’t agree to go for help. The last few 
minutes had proven to him that his future and a chance 
with Locky meant too much for him to give up. 

“Whatever you decide, I think you owe it to your 
brothers to tell them the truth.” 


Becket gave Locky a gentle kiss. “No matter what 
happens, I’m gonna be sitting beside you on that plane 
when the time comes.” 

“That’s all I needed to hear,” Locky replied. 


Chapter Six 


The ringing of his phone woke Locky from a sound 
sleep. He turned on the light and searched the floor until 
he came up with his jeans, eventually finding the cell in his 
pocket long after it had stopped ringing. 

“Becket?” he called out, wondering why he’d been in 
bed alone. He spotted a note on the bedside table and 
smiled. 

“Going to the hospital. Come on over when you wake 
up, and I’ll buy you breakfast. Love, B.” Locky crawled back 
into bed and read the note twice more. He knew it was just 
a quick message, but the closing made him feel...content, 
something he hadn’t felt in...ever, he realised. 

After setting the paper on the table, Locky opened his 
phone and checked his message. 

“Hey, it’s Jack,” the voicemail began. “Charlie’s 
convinced that that Jigger fellow did something to hurt 
Becket. Give us a call back as soon as you can.” 

Locky felt uneasy about sharing Becket’s secret, but 
Charlie was in charge of BK House and had a right to know. 
He settled a pillow against the headboard and leant back 
while he waited for Jack to answer. 

“Did I wake you?” Jack asked. 

“Yeah. Long night.” Locky didn’t dare tell Jack he’d 
spent it fucking Becket between short naps. 

“Is Becket there?” 


“No, he’s at the hospital. I think his dad might get out 
sometime today.” Locky still didn’t know if Becket would 
follow his parents to the farm or if they’d fly home together. 

“Did you listen to my message?” Jack asked. 

“I did, and yeah it happened. Becket can’t confirm it 
was Jigger who drugged him, but the only three people at 
the bar that night were Becket, Jigger and Fallon. Believe 
me, I plan to have a long talk with Fallon about leaving 
Becket alone with a guy like that.” 

“I don’t think Fallon knew about Jigger’s past. He’s 
sunk a hell of a lot of money into that place, I can’t see him 
hiring an ex-con on purpose.” 

“He’s an ex-con?” Locky sat up and swung his legs 
over the side of the bed. His blood was boiling. “What the 
fuck is wrong with Fallon? Didn’t he do background 
checks? Sounds to me like he knows nothing about running 
a bar.” 

“He doesn’t, but that’s beside the point. What’re we 
going to do about Becket?” Jack’s concern was obvious in 
his softer tone. 

“He still has a few things here to deal with, but once 
we’re outta here, I’ll try and get him to talk to the police. 
He’ll resist, I’ve no doubt about that, but it’ll be the best 
thing for him. I think he still feels guilty because he went to 
Fallon’s with hopes of getting laid.” Just saying it aloud was 
enough to raise Locky’s blood pressure. After the night 
they’d spent together, he didn’t like the thought of Becket 
trolling the bars for action. 


“I’m sure Charlie’ll want to talk to you about what we 
can do once you get back.” 

“Do me a favour and ask him if we can keep this 
between us for now. I don’t know whether or not we’ll get 
Becket to talk to the police, but I’m fairly sure he wouldn’t 
want the other guys in the house to know, at least not until 
he’s ready to tell them.” 

“I hear what you’re saying. The only one we might 
have trouble with is Chase. He’s bugged Charlie a couple 
times a day, asking if anyone’s heard from Becket. I think 
he’s worried.” 

“I think Becket needs to deal with it. Just tell Chase 
that we’ll be back by Friday at the latest.” Locky stood and 
headed for the bathroom. 

“Will do. Call if you need anything.” 

“Sure thing.” Locky hung up and set the phone on the 
counter beside the sink. If he didn’t get his ass in gear and 
get to the hospital, Becket would be buying him lunch 
instead of breakfast. 
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Becket chose a table behind a large potted plant and 
set his tray down. He’d left the hotel room that morning 
without getting a kiss and he was dying for one. 

“It’s like a jungle back here,” Locky commented as he 
joined Becket. 

“It’s all about the privacy.” Becket leaned over and 
kissed Locky. “I wish I could’ve stayed in bed with you this 


morning, but I wanted to talk to Mom. Sooo I called her and 
she met me here.” Becket pointed to the other side of the 
cafeteria. “Well, there, actually, but you get the idea.” 

Locky chuckled before taking a drink of his cranberry 
juice. “So where'd she stay last night?” 

“On one of the couches in the waiting room.” Becket 
didn’t tell Locky that his mom refused to sleep at the hotel 
because he was there. She still blamed Locky for what she 
considered Becket’s betrayal, and no amount of talking 
would change her mind. “Dad’s being released as soon as 
the doctor signs him out, so they’ll all be heading home 
later today.” 

“They? Does that mean we’re flying back?” 

“She told me to.” Actually, she told Becket that Locky 
wasn’t allowed to step foot in her house, but Locky didn’t 
need to know that. “She’s still refusing to see a doctor.” 

“Do you know what you’re going to do?” 

Becket shrugged, he’d thought of nothing else since 
the talk with his mom. “What can I do? She just keeps 
telling me that she thought I was on her side, and now that 
she knows the truth, I should just go back to school.” 

“You have to tell either one of your brothers or your 
dad. You can’t leave without letting someone know.” 

“Why? I’ve spent two years away from home and 
nothing’s happened. Except for yesterday, her lapses have 
always been nothing more than believing Abby’s still alive.” 
Truth be told, Becket needed a break after their morning 
meeting. It hurt that his mom refused to see Locky for the 
kind man he really was. 


“T think it’s time you told your dad. The situation’s not 
like it was back then, it’s just the two of them. Maybe he’ll 
be able to spend more time with her now.” 

It was obvious to Becket that Locky still didn’t 
understand their family dynamic. “Do you know how many 
times I’ve spoken to my dad since I’ve been here? Zero. I 
ducked into the room once, but he was asleep. But, here’s 
the funny part, he knows I’m here yet he’s never asked 
about me. I know it’s weird, but it’s normal. There’s no way 
I can walk into his room and tell him that I’ve helped mom 
hide her illness all these years.” Becket shook his head. “I 
can’t do it.” 

“So talk to Cade. He’s still here, right?” Locky went 
back to eating his breakfast. 

“Yeah, he’s here.” Becket knew (Cade already 
suspected that what had happened in the elevator wasn’t 
an isolated incident, so if he handed the torch off to anyone 
it would be him. “He’ll hate me if I saddle him with Mom’s 
secret.” 

Locky ran his fingers through his hair, looking 
completely exasperated. “I don’t know what to tell you, 
except you have your own things to deal with, and I don’t 
think you can do that and worry about Carrie at the same 
time.” 

“TIl always worry about her, she’s my mom. Don’t you 
ever worry about your mom?” 

Locky gathered his uneaten food onto the tray. “My 
mom’s a genuine, old school, born into money bitch. 
Believe me, she can take care of herself.” 


Becket had never heard someone talk about his or her 
mother that way. The words stung, but the emotion behind 
them was obvious. “I’m sorry.” 

“Thanks. I was too for the first ten years of my life, but 
then she sent me off to boarding school, and I realised I 
was a better person without her.” Locky laughed, but it 
didn’t sound very jovial. “I usually went to friends’ houses 
during breaks. That’s where I learned what normal was.” 

Becket’s heart broke. He’d been so wrapped up in his 
own crap, that he hadn’t even taken the time to ask about 
Locky’s family. “I suck.” 

Locky let out a genuine chuckle. “Yes, you do, and very 
well, I might add.” 

“No, I mean it. I should’ve asked about your mom and 
dad. I’m not a very good boyfriend.” Shit. Becket winced. 
“Not that I’m your boyfriend or anything.” 

“T’d love for you to be my boyfriend, but I don’t want to 
tie you down with that term.” Locky gave Becket a quick 
kiss. “Let’s just say we enjoy spending time together. If, in 
another year or so, you still feel the same way, we can put a 
label on it.” 

“But I like that label,” Becket mumbled. 

“Me, too. So let’s move forward with that in mind.” 
Locky stood and stretched his arms over his head. “I hate 
to bring it up, but if you’re going to talk to Cade, you 
should probably do it. If you want, I can call the airline and 
see if we can fly out a day early?” 

Becket got to his feet. “Yeah, I guess I need to get 
back and deal with stuff there. I’m like a fucked up version 


of Johnny Appleseed, only I sprinkle trouble wherever I go.” 

Despite their very public location, Locky pulled Becket 
into his arms. “You’re not sprinkling trouble. You’re trying 
to fight your way out of a forest that someone else planted.” 

“Yeah, well, I’d better sharpen my axe and get upstairs 
before Dad checks out.” 

Locky kissed Becket, heedless of who might be around. 
“TIl go back to the hotel and get our stuff packed.” 

Becket nodded. It was hard to believe he’d only been 
in Iowa for three days. How was it possible that his life 
could change so much, for the good and bad, in that short 
amount of time? “Walk me to the elevator?” 

“You bet.” 
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Becket found Cade sitting alone in the waiting room. 
“Where’s Mom and Julie?” 

Cade glanced up from his book. “Mom’s in with Dad 
getting his discharge instructions, and Julie’s shopping. She 
said she couldn’t leave Des Moines without visiting a few of 
her favourite stores.” 

Becket settled into a chair, leaving an empty space 
between the two of them. “I need to talk to you about 
Mom.” 

“Tm not taking sides. I know she’s upset because you 
brought your...boyfriend here, but what did you expect? 
Mom and Dad have always been tolerant with the way you 


are, but that doesn’t mean it’s fair of you to shove it in their 
faces.” 

Becket waved his hands to stop Cade from continuing. 
“That’s not why she’s mad. She may have told you that, but 
that’s not the reason.” 

“Then what is?” Cade set down his book and leant 
down to rest his forearms on his thighs. 

“I told her that I’d help her find a doctor before I went 
back to school. I thi...” 

“She’s sick?” Cade asked, cutting Becket off. 

“No. I mean, I think she’s in pretty good health 
physically.” Becket went on to explain his mom’s lapses and 
how he’d dealt with them and helped her hide them from 
the rest of the family throughout the years. 

By the time Becket finished, Cade had gone pale. “Are 
you okay?” 

Cade scrubbed his hands over his face and shook his 
head. “No, I’m pissed.” 

Becket thought of getting up and running for his life. 
Cade was one of those gentle giants until he got angry. 
Becket hadn’t witnessed Cade’s temper often, but someone 
usually got hurt the few times he did. “I’m sorry. I wanted 
to tell you years ago, but Mom said you’d go to Dad and 
he’d put her back into the hospital. She said I was the only 
one she could trust to keep her secret.” 

Cade finally sat up. His complexion had gone from 
white to red. “I’m not mad at you. How can I be? You were 
just a kid when she started manipulating you.” He stood 


and started to pace back and forth. “I was seventeen. I 
should’ve known better.” 

“What’re you talking about, you knew?” Becket 
couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 

“No, I didn’t, which doesn’t make me son of the year. 
I’m talking about Dad. It seems they’re both master 
manipulators. To make matters even worse, I think Dad’s 
known all along that Mom’s still sick.” 

“No, he doesn’t. Mom’s terrified of him finding out,” 
Becket argued. 

Cade sat in the chair next to Becket. “Dad caught 
Scotty and me in the barn fooling around when I was 
seventeen. He ran Scotty off, and then he sat me down and 
told me Mom wouldn’t be able to handle it if she knew what 
Pd been doing with my best friend. He said she’d never 
fully recovered from Abby’s death and something like that 
would push her over the edge. Said if I really loved her, I 
would spare her that.” 

Becket’s heart skipped a beat at the announcement. 
How could he not have known his brother was gay? It said 
a lot about their relationship. For the first time since he 
came out, he understood why Cade had avoided him after 
hearing the news. “That’s why you hated me, isn’t it?” 

Cade nodded. “You were always Mom’s favourite, 
which had been hard enough to handle, but when you came 
out and she seemed to support you, it drove the point home 
that you could do no wrong in her eyes. So, yeah, I hated 
you. By then I was married to Julie and Dad’s heart was 


already giving him problems.” He looked at Becket. “I felt 
trapped and there was nothing I could do about it.” 

It was a lot to take in. Becket leant back in his chair 
and rested his head against the wall behind him. “So what 
now?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s time we let our parents act 
like the adults they’re supposed to be. I know one thing, 
I’m gonna take Scotty up on his offer to help work his 
farm.” Cade’s hand landed on Becket’s thigh and gave it a 
reassuring squeeze. “And you’re going to go back to Idaho 
and finish what you started.” 

“What about Mom? Do you think she’ll be okay?” 

“You still don’t get it, do you? It would be different if 
she had her lapses and didn’t remember them, didn’t talk 
about them, but that’s not the case. She knew exactly what 
she was doing when she brainwashed you into lying for her. 
Abby died twenty-three years ago. If Mom wanted to get 
better, she would’ve done something about it before now. 
The fact that she’s angry with you because you suggested 
she get help only proves it. Maybe she likes visiting with 
Abby from time to time, or maybe, and this is what I’d put 
my money on, she likes being the victim. Mom wants you to 
feel sorry for her. She wants you to feel guilty every time 
you leave her because it gives her control over you.” 

The bitterness radiating off Cade was almost 
suffocating. For years, Becket had felt sorry for himself 
because he’d had to carry the burden of his mom’s secret 
alone, but at least he’d been allowed to leave. Cade had 
never felt he had that option. Yeah, if Becket were in Cade’s 


shoes, he would probably be just as bitter, if not more so. 
“Locky’s making arrangements. We’re flying out sometime 
today.” 

“Good. I could’ve never said this before today, but you 
deserve it. Just do me a favour.” 

“Sure,” Becket agreed. 

“For the next while, don’t answer Mom’s phone calls. I 
have a feeling things might get worse before they can get 
better, but if she wants to be in her children’s lives, she 
needs to take the first step on her own.” 

“What about Nic and Del?” It would be hard for Becket 
to resist the urge to check on his mom, but he’d follow 
Cade’s advice. 

“TIl talk to them once we get Dad settled. I’ll continue 
to work the farm as long as Del and Nic need my help, but 
I’m going to let them know I’d rather be elsewhere.” 

“I’m proud of you,” Becket couldn’t resist saying. “I 
can’t imagine what you’ve been through, but I want only 
the best for you from here on.” 

Cade stood and pulled Becket into a hug. As far as 
Becket could remember, it was the first hug he’d received 
from his big brother since he was a kid. Becket wrapped his 
arms around Cade, being careful not to clunk him in the 
head with his cast, and hugged him back. “I love you, 
brother,” Cade whispered in Becket’s ear. 

“I love you, too, and I hope maybe we can become 
friends someday.” Becket had always wondered what it 
would be like to have a close relationship with his brothers, 


and with a little work and hope, he was starting to believe 
he might get his wish. 

Cade released him and took a step back. “Careful what 
you wish for. By the time the dust settles, you may be the 
only family member who’ll have anything to do with me.” 

“You’re wrong. Mom and Dad might have their issues, 
but Del and Nic have always looked up to you. Just like I 
have,” Becket added. 

Cade looked uneasy. “Sorry I acted the way I did. I was 
angry that you had the guts to stand up for yourself, 
something I obviously couldn’t do.” 

Their mom walked into the waiting room, putting an 
end to Becket and Cade’s bonding moment. He looked at 
her, hoping she’d say something nice after their morning 
argument, but she turned her gaze away from him and 
spoke to Cade. 

“Your dad’s ready. Would you pull the truck up front?” 

“Sure.” Cade gave Becket another hug. “Call me?” 

“Absolutely.” 
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Locky pulled out of the airport parking lot and headed 
home, back to BK House. Becket had filled him in on his 
conversation with Cade, and Locky couldn’t have been 
more surprised. He was usually good at picking gay men 
out of a crowd, but he would have never guessed Cade 
preferred men over women. 


Becket turned sideways in the seat and stared at 
Locky. “I guess this is the point when we’re supposed to 
talk about how things are gonna work between us once we 
get back.” 

Locky reached over and brushed the back of his hand 
across Becket’s cheek. “Good question.” 

“Will you get in trouble if Charlie finds out?” 

“I have a feeling he already knows I care about you, 
but I’m not sure how he’ll react once he discovers we’re 
sleeping together.” He sighed. “When I started at BK, he 
told me I wasn’t allowed to get sexually involved with the 
students.” 

“So should we sneak around? I don’t mind if it means 
saving your job.” 

Locky had spent the last year of his life trying to hide 
his attraction to Becket. After finally giving in to his 
feelings, he doubted he’d be able to fool anyone, especially 
Charlie. “No, no sneaking. Guess Ill have to talk to 
Charlie.” 

“Does that mean I can sleep with you tonight?” 

“I don’t even know if I’ll have a place to live by tonight. 
Why don’t we wait and see what happens.” The threat of 
losing his job wasn’t enough to keep him from the man he 
wanted. Even thinking about it caused a niggle in the back 
of his mind. What if he gave up everything and Becket 
outgrew him in a few months? 

Becket leaned his seat back. “This car’s pretty 
comfortable. I can sleep in here with you if it comes to 
that.” 


Locky smiled, reassured that he was doing the right 
thing, knowing each day that he spent with Becket was a 
gift. “Good to know.” 
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When they arrived at the house, Becket took his 
Suitcase upstairs and Locky went in search of Charlie. He 
found him in the kitchen, perched on a stool at the island 
while Jack prepared dinner. “We’re back.” 

“Is Becket with you?” Charlie asked, turning his body 
to face Locky. 

“Yeah, he’s upstairs.” Locky opened the refrigerator 
and removed a bottle of water. “Any news on Jigger?” 

“No, but Fallon stopped by earlier looking for Becket. I 
think he’s figured out why Becket’s been avoiding him.” 

“Did you tell Fallon to stay away from him?” Locky 
asked before draining the water bottle. 

“No, I didn’t. That’s something Becket needs to decide 
for himself,” Charlie countered. 

“How can you be so nonchalant about it? Fallon’s the 
one who put Becket in danger in the first place.” 

“I disagree. Becket’s the one who went to the bar. 
Fallon’s no more guilty than Becket,” Charlie argued. 

“That’s what I figured you’d say,” Becket said, stepping 
into the kitchen. “That’s why I didn’t want anyone to know.” 

Locky could’ve strangled Charlie. Although he knew 
what Charlie meant by the comment, it was clear Becket 
didn’t. “That’s not what he meant.” 


“No, it isn’t,” Charlie was quick to say. He climbed off 
the stool and walked towards Becket. 

“That’s not what it sounded like to me.” Becket turned 
and left the room before Charlie could reach him. 

“Shit.” Locky tossed his bottle into the recycle bin. “I 
thought I finally had him convinced that it wasn’t his fault.” 

“It isn’t. That’s not what I was trying to say.” Charlie 
turned to Jack. “Is that what I said?” 

Jack, who had kept out of the conversation thus far, set 
his spoon down. “No, that’s not what you said, but I can see 
how Becket would’ve interpreted it, if that’s the way he 
already felt.” He turned his attention to Locky. “Go after 
him. If he’s going to listen to anyone it'll be you.” 

There was something about the way Jack said it that 
led Locky to believe his feelings for Becket had already 
been made quite clear. “Answer me one thing before I 
leave. Am I going to be fired?” 

“No,” Charlie answered. “We have a few things to talk 
about, but now’s not the time.” 

“Thanks.” Locky started out of the room. “I’ll go find 
him.” 

“See if you can talk him into going to the police,” Jack 
said. 

“Yeah.” After Becket’s reaction to Charlie’s statement, 
Locky wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to convince Becket to 
admit to the authorities what had happened to him. 
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“I’ve been looking everywhere for you,” Locky said, 
entering the small meditation garden at the back of the 
property. 

Becket had picked at his cast until the plaster was 
starting to crumble around his hand. It was almost ready to 
come off anyway. “I needed to think.” 

Locky sat on the bench beside Becket. “I know Charlie 
hurt your feelings, but he honestly didn’t mean what you 
thought he did. He was mad at me for being angry with 
Fallon. Charlie was trying to make me understand that both 
of you are innocent in all this, that the only one to blame is 
Jigger.” 

“I don’t want to testify. I can’t sit in front of that man, 
and not know what all he did to me.” Becket abandoned the 
destruction of his cast. He rested his head on Locky’s 
shoulder, needing the strength Locky always seemed to 
possess. “What if Jigger says I begged him to fuck me? I 
watched him every night before I came here, and I’ve seen 
him leave Fallon’s place with a dozen different guys, men 
who obviously went with him willingly.” 

“You didn’t tell me you’d been watching him every 
night.” Locky wrapped an arm around Becket. “The thought 
of you taking that chance scares the shit out of me.” 

“T couldn’t bring myself to tell anyone, but that doesn’t 
mean I didn’t worry about other people.” 

“Which is why you need to go to the police. I would 
imagine Jigger’s other victim is scared, too. Don’t you think 
it would help him to know he doesn’t have to stand alone? 
Besides, the more charges that are piled on Jigger, the 


more likely he is to get sent away for a very long time. 
That’s what you want, right?” 

Damn Locky for making sense. “Would you go with 
me?” 

“To the police station? Absolutely.” 

Closing his eyes, Becket burrowed further against 
Locky’s side. He wondered if Jigger’s other victim had 
someone as kind and gentle to lean on. “Tomorrow,” he 
finally said. 


Chapter Seven 


“I don’t understand. You’re saying that my rape 
doesn’t count?” Becket asked the prosecuting attorney. 

“Of course that’s not what I’m saying. It’s a matter of 
what we can make stick, and I’m sorry, Mr Chandler, but 
we have no physical evidence that Paul Williams raped you. 
The best we could hope for would be to find some of the 
drug in one of your hair follicles, but not even that will 
prove Paul Williams slipped it in your drink. If I put you on 
the stand, there’s a chance that your testimony will simply 
muddy the water. We have a pretty solid case against Mr 
Williams on the evidence and testimony gathered from Mr 
Kloiber. I know it’s not easy to hear, and I do apologise.” 

Becket stood. “Have a nice life,” he told the balding 
man. 

He’d endured countless hours of embarrassing 
questions by the detective in charge of the case and the 
prosecutor’s office over the last few months, and now that 
they were ready for trial, he’d learnt it had been all for 
nothing. To say he was furious would be an 
understatement. Why had they made him go through all 
that if they weren’t going to do anything with the fucking 
information he provided? Did they think it was easy for him 
to relive the biggest shame of his life over and over for 
perfect strangers? 


The only good thing to come out of the entire ordeal 
was the new friendship he’d forged with Eric Kloiber. 
Unlike Becket, Eric hadn’t ‘officially’ been out of the closet 
when he was raped, which made it even harder on him. 
Becket wondered how Eric would react when he discovered 
he’d be the prosecutor’s star witness. 

Becket left the courthouse and found Locky sitting on 
a bench in the shade. “Let’s go.” 

Locky looked up from his phone and frowned. 
“Something wrong?” 

“They don’t want me. I ‘muddy the water’ of their case 
because evidently I’m not believable enough to get past the 
no evidence thing. Bastards.” 

“That’s bullshit.” Locky stood and reached for Becket’s 
hand. “I’m sorry. I wish I knew what to say.” 

“You can go back in there and stick your foot up that 
dickhead’s ass. Barring that, you can kiss me and tell me 
you’re proud of me for even talking to them in the first 
place.” He tilted his chin up and waited for the medicine 
that would make him feel better. Predictably, he received a 
double dose and an invitation to lunch. Score. 
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The alarm woke Locky on the day of Jigger’s trial. He 
rolled to his back and reached over to slap the snooze 
button. 

“I don’t want it to be morning yet,” Becket grumbled 
and covered his head with a pillow. 


Locky grabbed the pillow and tossed it to the foot of 
the bed before pulling Becket into his arms. Despite the 
very real possibility that they both had bad breath, Locky 
leaned in and proceeded to kiss Becket awake. 

The trial couldn’t have come at a worse time for 
Becket. He was in the middle of midterms and trying to 
study while keeping close tabs on his new friend, and 
fellow victim, Eric. Lately, it seemed Becket was either 
studying in class or trying to keep Eric’s mind off the 
upcoming trial, but Locky never made an issue of it. 

Locky moved to insinuate himself between Becket’s 
legs, putting their morning woods in direct contact. He 
missed Becket like crazy when he wasn’t around, but he 
knew being busy was a normal routine for college students. 

Breaking the kiss, Locky reached for the bottle of lube 
on the bedside table. “Do we have time for this before your 
class?” 

Becket glanced at the clock. “As long as I’m in the 
shower by seven-thirty, I can make it.” 

“We’ll make it quick then,” Locky turned off the alarm 
before pouring lube onto his fingers. 

“Not too quick.” Becket kissed Locky’s chin. “I’ve 
missed you. Sorry I got in so late. Eric had had his last 
meeting with the dickhead prosecutor the day before, so he 
was pretty wigged.” 

Locky ran a slicked finger around the pucker of 
Becket’s hole several times before pushing inside. Part of 
Locky still felt guilty for convincing Becket to go to the 


police in the first place, but he knew it was a big step in 
him taking back his life. 

After several months of sleeping together, it didn’t 
take long for Locky to prepare Becket. He took the 
unwrapped condom from Becket and grinned. Since their 
first time, Becket always made it a point to open the foil 
packet, and as usual, Locky was grateful. “I don’t 
understand why they can’t make those easier to open,” he 
grumbled as he rolled it down his length. 

“Because it gives people a little more time to back out 
of those one night stands. Not everyone has a fantastically 
helpful boyfriend to do it for them,” Becket said, draping 
his legs over Locky’s shoulders. 

“You are a fantastically helpful boyfriend, but I’ve got 
exactly twelve minutes to have my wicked way with you 
before you have to get in the shower.” Locky guided the 
head of his cock to Becket’s hole and eased his way inside. 
His eyes drifted closed as he leant down for a deep kiss. It 
was his favourite way to fuck, his cock buried to the hilt 
while his tongue duelled with Becket’s. 

Becket reached between them and tickled Locky’s 
cock with his fingertips as it slid in and out of his hole. 
“Love this. Love to feel you,” Becket whispered. 

The four letter word had been used often between 
them lately, but neither had professed their love for each 
other. Locky knew it was fear that kept him from telling 
Becket how much he cared. His mother had told him once 
when he was a child that his love was smothering. Now 
grown, he knew she’d said it because she didn’t know the 


first thing about giving or receiving affection, but the words 
continued to haunt him, cursing him in some way. 

Staring into Becket’s big brown eyes, Locky continued 
to fuck him with everything he had, while his heart silently 
begged to be loved in return. Becket still had a little over a 
year and a half of school left, more if he decided to go for 
his Masters. Locky continued to tell himself that he 
wouldn’t try to tie Becket down until he’d experienced 
everything college life had to offer. It wasn’t easy, as a 
matter of fact, it was a daily fight to keep his emotions in 
check around Becket, but he thought he’d done a pretty 
good job. 

“Yeah. Oh, fuck, yeah, just like that,” Becket babbled, 
his voice growing louder and louder. 

Locky kissed Becket again in an effort to keep the 
evidence of their lovemaking from every other resident of 
BK. When Becket cried out his climax, even Locky’s deep 
kiss wasn’t enough to muffle the sound. He was all for 
enthusiasm, but part of his bargain with Charlie was to 
keep the sexual relationship low-key while in the house, no 
groping or kissing in public rooms and no screaming like 
banshees while having sex. 

Becket broke away from Locky’s kiss and gasped. 
“Shit, you’re trying to kill me.” 

Locky slammed into Becket, hard. He still had a few 
more minutes to fuck and he wasn’t going to stop until he 
had to. “We’re gonna have to get you a muffle.” 

Becket reached for Locky’s balls. “Yeah, let’s see how 
quiet you can be,” he challenged. 


Crying out wasn’t something Locky usually had a 
problem with. It wasn’t that the sex wasn’t blow-your-head- 
off fantastic, but his throat generally seized up along with 
the rest of his body when he came. 

The added stimulus of Becket’s fondling broke Locky’s 
concentration and before he could stop the runaway train, 
he climaxed. It took a great deal of willpower not to cry out 
Becket’s name, but Locky managed to trap it all into a low, 
deep growl as he shot load after load into the condom. 

Becket removed his legs from Locky’s shoulders and 
pulled him down against him. “You won this round, warrior, 
but I demand a rematch.” 

With a gasping laugh, Locky buried his face between 
the curve of Becket’s shoulder and neck. “Tonight, same 
place, less talk.” 

At the last possible moment before Becket had to jump 
in the shower, Locky rolled off and removed the condom. 
“TIl pick you up in front of the Biology Lab at eleven-thirty. 
I thought we could grab some lunch before heading to the 
courthouse.” 

Groaning, Becket slowly sat up and climbed off the 
bed. “Sounds good.” He found his underwear and pulled 
them on along with his sweat pants. “You think Charlie 
would mind if Eric slept in my room for a while?” 

Locky’s heart nearly stopped at the question. He’d 
always made it clear to Becket that he wouldn’t stand in 
the way if Becket wanted to see other people, but right 
under his nose? The thought that he could be so easily 
replaced in Becket’s bed was even more heartbreaking 


than he’d imagined. “You'll have to ask him,” Locky 
mumbled. “I guess I didn’t realise things between the two 
of you were headed in that direction.” 

Clutching his T-shirt and sneakers, Becket stopped on 
his way to the door and turned back to stare at Locky. “I 
don’t know what the fuck you have in your head, but Eric’s 
been having trouble in the dorm. I thought since I’ve been 
sleeping up here every night, that it would be okay for him 
to crash in my bed.” 

Without warning, Becket reared back and threw one of 
his shoes at Locky. “You asshole. Why would you think I 
wanted to sleep with someone else?” 

Locky blocked the shoe with his forearm. “Sorry. I 
misunderstood.” He wrapped the used condom in a tissue 
and tossed it into the trashcan before getting out of bed. 
Shoe in hand, he walked over to Becket. Holding out the 
impromptu weapon, he knew he’d fucked up. “Pl talk to 
Charlie about Eric if you'll forgive me?” 

Becket took his shoe back and shook it at Locky. “We 
need to talk. Lucky for you, I have a chem test in thirty 
minutes.” He gave Locky a quick kiss. “Eleven-thirty,” he 
said before walking out of the room. 

Frustrated with himself, Locky ran his fingers through 
his hair. He knew if he didn’t get his jealousy under control 
he’d lose the one thing he cherished more than anything 
else in the world, Becket. 

His phone rang, interrupting his self-berating. He 
snagged the phone off the table. “Hello.” 

“Hey,” Cade greeted. “How’s he doing?” 


Since leaving Iowa, Locky and Becket had kept in close 
contact with Cade. After Becket had finally shared what 
had happened to him with his oldest brother, Cade had 
become even more diligent about checking in on the baby 
of the family. “Hard to say. He’s been keeping himself busy 
with school, but I know today is going to be tough on him.” 

“That’s what I figured, so Del, Nic and I decided to fly 
up to support him. We’re at the Sunset Motel off the 
highway.” 

Locky was stunned by the announcement. “You’re 
here?” 

“Yeah. It’s the first time the three of us have taken a 
trip together without the wives, so we went out to that club 
Becket told us about.” 

“Fallon’s?” It was hard to believe the Chandler 
brothers would visit the place where their brother may or 
may not have been raped. “Why?” 

“I don’t know. Seemed like a good idea at the time. I 
think Nic and Del wanted to lean on the owner about what 
really happened in his bar, but the guy wasn’t there and the 
bouncer was like a rabid bulldog when we asked about 
him.” 

Locky had never liked Fallon, but he’d come to realise 
that, other than being neglectful in checking out his 
employees, he’d done nothing wrong. “It’s probably a good 
thing he wasn’t there. That bouncer you spoke to is a highly 
paid bodyguard Fallon hired to protect him from all the 
wackos and media that have been coming around.” 


“There’re three of us, we could’ve handled ourselves. 
Regardless, we stayed and got shit-faced. Del and Nic are 
still sleeping it off, but I thought I’d check in with you to 
see what time you both were heading to the courthouse.” 

“Becket has a big test this morning, so we decided to 
wait and go to the afternoon session. Becket’s friend won’t 
take the stand until sometime late today.” Locky still 
couldn’t get over the fact that the Chandler brothers had 
flown in. “Becket’s going to be shocked that you’re here. 
I’m picking him up at eleven-thirty. I thought I’d take him to 
La Cocina for lunch, it’s just down from the courthouse on 
the square.” 

“Would you mind if we joined you?” Cade asked. 

“Not at all, Becket’ll be thrilled to see you.” 

“Hope so. See ya there.” 

Cade hung up, and Locky was left scratching his head. 
He wondered who was taking care of the farm with all 
three brothers gone. Surely Becket’s dad, James, wasn’t 
well enough to take on the task by himself. 

Locky headed for the bathroom. It wasn’t his place to 
worry about the farm. He had Becket and a houseful of 
students to take care of. 
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By the time they reached the Mexican restaurant, 
Becket’s lips were red and swollen. He assumed his need 
for Locky’s perfect mouth on his had something to do with 


his nerves, regardless, Locky had indulged him at every 
stop light on the way. 

Locky turned off the engine and leaned over for 
another deep kiss. “I guess this means you’re not mad 
anymore.” 

“I wouldn’t say mad was ever the right word, hurt 
maybe.” Actually, hurt was an understatement. He’d been 
crushed when Locky assumed he was ready to move Eric 
into his bed. Maybe it was foolish thinking, but he thought 
he and Locky were really starting to build something solid. 
What did it say for their relationship if one misconstrued 
sentence could derail them? “Like I said, we need to talk, 
but not today.” 

“Nervous?” Locky asked, taking the keys out of the 
ignition. 

“Terrified. I haven’t been face to face with Jigger since 
I confronted him in the alley that night.” Becket usually 
talked to Eric about his fears regarding Jigger because he 
knew how much it upset Locky, but he knew Locky would 
see them first-hand in less than two hours. 

“I know, and I’ll be there for you.” Locky grinned. “And 
you'll have three strong brothers who would be only too 
happy to take Jigger down if he looks at you funny.” 

“Huh?” 

“You’re family support team has arrived and are 
presently sitting in that restaurant waiting for you to get 
your ass out of the car.” 

“Stop shittin’ me.” Becket refused to believe his 
brothers, the same brothers who practically ignored him 


growing up, would fly all the way to Idaho. “They know I’m 
not testifying, right?” 

“They know, but they thought you might need them 
around anyway,” Locky explained. 

Becket gave Locky another quick kiss before opening 
his door. “Then what’re we waiting for?” 

Laughing, Locky got out and joined Becket at the front 
of the car. “I called the owner and told him about the 
situation and he said he’d set us up in the banquet room.” 

“Cool.” Becket entered the restaurant and stepped up 
to the hostess stand. “Do you have three big farm boys in a 
banquet room?” 

The pretty college student smiled. “They belong to 
you?” 

“Kinda.” 

She pointed towards a room with slatted swinging 
doors. “Right through there, Mr Regent.” 

Becket pointed to Locky. “He’s Mr Regent, I’m just his 
faithful sidekick, Becket.” 

Walking towards the room, Locky bumped against 
Becket’s shoulder. “I think that’s the first time I’ve seen you 
flirt with a girl.” 

Becket backhanded Locky playfully on the stomach. “I 
wasn’t flirting. I was spreading my charm.” 

The moment Becket laid eyes on his three brothers, 
tears started to form. He still couldn’t believe they were 
here. Like a kid at Christmas, Becket screamed in 
excitement and ran to his brothers. 


Cade was the first to get to him. He scooped Becket up 
in a tight embrace. “How’re you doing?” 

“I’m so much better now.” Becket wrapped his arms 
around Cade’s muscular neck and hugged him. For years 
he’d wished he had a loving relationship with his brothers 
and knowing it was finally happening was overwhelming. 
He felt a tear escape and quickly dashed it away before 
anyone else could see it. “I love you,” he whispered in 
Cade’s ear. 

Cade set Becket’s feet back on the floor before 
releasing him. “You, too.” 

They weren’t the words Becket had hoped for, but they 
were close enough. He moved to Nic and Del, receiving 
hugs from both before sitting down. Staring at his brothers 
around the table, Becket shook his head. “I still can’t 
believe you’re here. Who’s taking care of the farm?” 

“Corn’s in, so at the moment it’s just a matter of 
looking after the animals. Scotty agreed to do that for me, 
Nic and Del and Dad’s taking care of his own,” Cade 
explained. 

“Is Dad well enough?” Becket had heard very little 
about his folks since returning home. Evidently, Cade had 
spoken with Nic and Del and they were giving their parents 
a wide berth for the time being. 

“He was determined to work two days after he got 
home from the hospital, and no one could tell him 
otherwise,” Nic began. 

“So, we said to hell with it. If he dies feeding the cows, 
he goes doing what he loved most,” Del finished. 


“And Mom?” Becket was hesitant to ask. 

Nic, Cade and Del exchanged glances. “She’s Mom, 
nothing’s really changed on her part,” Cade finally 
answered for the group. He grabbed a chip from the bowl 
and dunked it in a smaller bowl of salsa. “Julie and I are 
fixing to separate. It’ll take a little more time before she 
can find a place, but we’re both at peace with the decision.” 

“How’s Dad feel about that?” Becket was proud of 
Cade for finally standing up for himself. 

“Not much he can say that I care to hear. Since we’re 
all equal partners in the farm, and I own my house, he’ll 
have to learn to deal with it or move.” Cade shut up when a 
waiter came into the room, carrying water glasses for 
Becket and Locky. 

It was two weeks before Becket’s twenty-first birthday, 
but he really wanted a margarita. Unfortunately, there was 
no way in hell he’d be able to sneak one with four watch 
dogs surrounding him. Even worse, Cade and Locky both 
ordered one while Becket was stuck drinking iced tea. 
“This sucks.” 

“You’re almost there,” Locky soothed. 

“Nic has something to tell ya,” Cade announced. 

“Yeah? What’s that?” Becket put a hand on Locky’s 
thigh to let him know he wasn’t purposely trying to ignore 
him. 

“Lisa’s pregnant,” Nic said with pride. “We just 
cleared our first trimester.” 

“Congratulations,” Becket and Locky replied in unison. 


The waiter brought their drinks and took their order 
before disappearing again. Becket was surprised when 
Cade slid his margarita in front of Becket. “Happy pre- 
Birthday.” 

“You mean it?” Becket picked up the glass and looked 
at Locky. “I haven’t had alcohol since...” 

Locky seemed to know exactly what Becket was 
thinking. “Then it’s good to have your first surrounded by 
people who love you.” 

Becket held his breath. It was the closest Locky had 
ever come to saying, ‘I love you.’ He continued to gaze into 
Locky’s sexy green eyes, hoping for more, but Locky 
quickly looked away. 

Uncomfortable, Becket licked the rim of his glass and 
drank almost a third of his margarita in one swallow. 

“That’s a good way to get brain freeze,” Del teased. 

“Yeah, well, maybe a brain freeze today wouldn't be so 
bad,” Becket mumbled. 

Cade shifted in his chair. “Have you heard anything 
about how it went this morning?” 

Becket shook his head. “Eric called, but he hasn’t sat 
in on anything so far. He said the less time he has to spend 
in the same room with Paul Williams, the better.” 

“Eric, that’s the victim, right?” Nic asked. 

“One of them,” Becket corrected. “But he’s the one the 
case is built around.” 

“Locky told me the two of you have become friends.” 
Cade reached over and stole Becket’s water glass. 


“Yeah, he’s a good guy. Going through a lot of crap 
right now, but he’ll be okay.” Becket took another drink. 

“I’m sorry,” Nic apologised. “That’s why I’m usually 
the quiet one. I always seem to stick my foot in my mouth 
when I open it.” 

“It’s okay.” Becket tried to brush off the sting of Nic’s 
words. “I guess it’s just hard because even though Jigger 
will probably be found guilty, he’ll be serving time for what 
he did to Eric. What about what he did to me? I get so mad 
when I think about it, but what makes it worse is knowing 
it’s my own damn fault. I should’ve been strong enough to 
go to the police that morning Jack found me on the porch.” 

Locky’s arms wrapped around Becket’s waist. “The 
important thing is you finally got there. You stood up and 
acknowledged it to yourself and the police.” 

“Thanks, babe. I know you’re trying to make me feel 
better, but we both know it’s the truth. It’s hard, but I’m 
learning to live with the decision I made that morning.” 
Becket gave Locky a quick kiss. He had a confession to 
make that had plagued him with guilt ever since it had 
happened. He wasn’t sure that a lunch with his brothers 
was the right place for it, but he couldn’t go to the 
courthouse without coming clean. “I met with Fallon this 
morning after my test.” 

Locky’s jaw immediately clenched. “You did? I thought 
you were at school meeting with one of your professors and 
instead I find out you went to talk to that asshole?” 

Becket turned in his chair to face Locky, putting his 
back to his brothers. “I didn’t go to the club if that’s what 


you’re worrying about. We met at that little diner by the 
college. I needed to explain to him why I’m still avoiding 
him. I knew I’d see him today in court, and I didn’t want it 
to be our first time since that night.” 

“And?” Locky prompted. 

“And,” Becket began, “I couldn’t believe how bad he 
looked. In a weird way, I guess he’s also one of Jigger’s 
victims. Fallon trusted that fucker and it’s really shaken 
him up. So, I let him off the hook for what happened to me. 
After all, his only crime was trusting his employee to pour 
drinks and not spike them.” 

Locky was visibly upset for several torturous moments, 
but his expression eventually softened. “If it made you feel 
better, I’m okay with it.” 

Becket kissed Locky again. “Don’t take this the wrong 
way, but I’d have been glad I did it even if you weren’t okay 
with it. I did it for Fallon and me. I know I should’ve told 
you before I met him, but I was afraid you’d talk me out of 
it, and it was really important to me.” 

“What’s taking the food so long?” Del asked from the 
opposite end of the table. 

Becket knew he was making everyone else 
uncomfortable, but he still had one thing left on his mind. 
“I love you,” he confessed to Locky. “And I need you to 
remember that.” 

Tears filled Locky’s eyes. “I love you, too,” he said for 
the first time. 

The kiss they shared went deeper than any of the 
others since they’d arrived at the restaurant. The only 


reason they broke apart was because Nic and Del started 
making exaggerated gagging noises. 

Becket pulled back and grinned. “We’ll discuss this 
later.” 
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Becket walked into the courtroom with his head held 
high. People who loved him surrounded him and no matter 
what kind of look Jigger gave him, Becket knew he was 
safe. Locky led him to a bench towards the back of the 
room, but Becket shook his head. “I promised Eric I’d sit 
where he could see me when he’s up there.” 

With a nod of acceptance, Locky found the five of them 
spots, two seats on the second row close to Jack and 
Charlie and three on the third. “Okay?” 

Becket glanced over his shoulder at the trio of strong 
farm boys. “Oh, yeah, perfect.” 

They all stood while the judge entered. Becket 
watched the jury closely as the prosecutor presented his 
opening statement to the court. He kept hoping to spot a 
grimace or at least a twinge on the faces of the assembled 
men and women, but he was sadly disappointed. They just 
sat there, staring at the prosecutor. Even the graphic 
details of Eric’s injuries, including the amount of blood lost 
due to internal injuries wasn’t enough to prompt much 
emotion from the jury. 

Becket wasn’t the only one squirming in their seat as 
the prosecution continued to lay out their case. It was two 


hours into the afternoon session before they finally called 
Eric Kloiber to the stand. 

The doors behind Becket opened and Eric walked into 
the courtroom. He paused as he passed and Becket gave 
his new friend a reassuring smile. Eric met Becket’s gaze 
for a few brief moments before continuing onto the stand. 

Becket tucked his foot under him to raise himself up 
another few inches, hoping it would help Eric in some small 
way. Although the new position helped Becket see Eric, it 
also gave him a better view of Jigger. He turned his head, 
refusing to look at the man who had caused so many people 
so much pain. He returned his attention to Eric. You can do 
it, he silently told his friend. 

During Eric’s testimony and subsequent cross- 
examination, Becket concentrated on _ keeping his 
expression serene. Eric had already told Becket most of 
what he was now relaying to the court, so Becket was able 
to maintain his composure for Eric’s sake. 

As Eric was questioned, the prosecution entered his 
clothes into evidence. Although Jigger thought he was 
playing it smart by using a condom before he’d traded for 
an oversized dildo, the hospital had detected semen 
splatters on Eric’s jeans. Evidently, Jigger had been in such 
a rush to rid himself of the condom, he’d inadvertently 
spilled its contents before disposing of it. 

At one point in the trial, a man sitting behind Jigger, 
made a snide comment when Eric testified that without 
having been given the drug he would’ve never agreed to 
sex with Jigger. 


Becket leaned over to Locky. “Who is he?” 

“Jigger’s brother,” Locky answered. “A doctor. I read in 
the paper that the police are investigating him, too.” 

Becket had made a point of not reading the local paper 
since returning to school. The less he knew about Jigger 
the better, in his opinion. 

Jigger’s defence attorney was brutal, and by the end, 
Eric was visibly shaking. Becket tried to imagine what Eric 
was going through. It had been hard enough answering 
questions for the police and prosecutor. He couldn’t 
imagine being cross-examined by the high-priced piece of 
scum who’d been hired by Jigger’s family to defend their 
wayward son. 

By the time Eric was finished, it was too late in the day 
to continue. The judge set the continuation for the 
following day and adjourned the court. 

Becket stood and stretched his arms over his head 
before turning to face his brothers. All three had obviously 
been shaken by what they’d heard. He knew his brothers 
had been picturing him up on the stand instead of Eric, but 
he wondered what he could possibly say... 

Locky put his hand on Becket’s shoulder and gestured 
for him to follow the crowd out of the courtroom. Once they 
were in the lobby, Becket excused himself. “I’m supposed to 
meet Eric in the bathroom. I'll be right back.” 

“Ask him if he’d like to join us for dinner,” Cade 
offered. 

“Will do.” 


After Becket ran off to find Eric, Locky led the rest of 
them to one of the large columns, out of the way. “You guys 
okay?” 

Cade shook his head. “After hearing that, I doubt TIl 
ever forget it.” Tears filled his eyes. “The thought of Becket 
going through something like that alone will haunt me 
forever. If I’d have been a better brother...” 

“Don’t,” Locky said, cutting Cade off. “Thinking that 
way won’t help, believe me. And just so you know, Becket 
didn’t suffer the injuries Eric did. I’m not downplaying what 
he endured in any way, but at least knowing that might help 
some.” 

“I feel sorry for that kid.” Cade jammed his hands in 
the front pockets of his dress pants. 

Locky nodded. “I think if it hadn’t been for Becket, 
Eric would’ve quit school by now. He’s a senior with eight 
and a half months to go and he was close to throwing it all 
away because of that nasty fucker.” 

Cade rocked back and forth on his heels. “I guess 
taking care of Mom all those years taught him how to deal 
with people who need help.” 

“Maybe so.” Locky waved to Jack, who was leading 
Charlie out of the courtroom. In an effort to fill the silence, 
Locky explained to Becket’s brothers who they were. 

“You should invite them to dinner with us,” Nic 
suggested. 

“I could, but they wouldn’t come. Jack cooks dinner 
every night except Saturday and Sunday for everyone in 


the house, so they’ll need to get back. You should stop by 
after we eat though and meet them.” 

“We will,” Cade agreed. He turned sideways, shielding 
Locky from Nic and Del. “Promise me you'll keep an eye on 
Becket. I don’t want to go home after all this is over and 
have to worry about whether or not he’s safe.” 

“Td defend him with my life,” Locky replied in all 
honesty. “He means everything to me.” 

Cade chuckled. “Yeah, I got that from the little 
exchange at lunch.” 

“Good. Then you know my intentions are completely 
honourable towards him.” It wasn’t the same as asking the 
eldest Chandler brother for Becket’s hand in marriage, but 
it was as Close as he’d ever get. 
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“Do you think the judge will find him guilty?” Becket 
whispered. 

Locky reached over and held Becket’s hand in the 
darkness of his bedroom. “Without a doubt. The evidence is 
there, and after the detective testifies tomorrow, I think the 
only real question left will be how much time Jigger has to 
serve.” 

Will James had been the detective in charge of the 
case against Jigger since the beginning, and although 
Locky didn’t like him for the harsh way he’d questioned 
Becket, he did trust the man’s abilities. He had to believe 
Will had the case tied up tight. 


Becket rolled to his side. “Do you really love me?” 

Locky pulled Becket down into his arms. Their mutual 
proclamation of love at lunch had surprised him, but he 
knew it had been a long time coming. “With all my heart. I 
didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want you to feel 
pressured.” 

“Why would I feel pressured? You’re the gentlest man 
I’ve ever known. You give me everything I could ever hope 
to have.” 

“I don’t ever want you to feel tied down.” Locky 
scraped his lower lip with his teeth. “According to my 
mother, my love is smothering, and I don’t want you to feel 
that way.” 

“You’re right, you’re mom’s a bitch.” Becket leaned in 
for a deep kiss. “Just so you know, you can tie me down 
anytime as long as I can do the same thing to you.” 

It was a typical statement from Becket. Locky had 
learnt soon after they started sleeping together that Becket 
tried to diffuse tense or uncomfortable situations with 
humour, and more often than not, it worked. 

They settled into a comfortable silence. Holding 
Becket in his arms as he drifted to sleep was Locky’s 
favourite part of the day. There was something so honest 
and pure in Becket’s love that Locky prayed he’d never 
have to live another moment without it. 

Locky still thought of Steven, the young man who’d 
died in his arms, from time to time. Locky may not have 
been able to save Steven, but because of Steven’s death, 
Locky was making a difference in the lives of young gay 


men just like him. Earlier that evening, he had spoken to 
Charlie about moving Eric into the room Becket rarely 
used. Charlie had been all for it after, once again, asking 
Locky to quell the noises that tended to come from his 
apartment. Both Locky and Becket had agreed to figure out 
a way if it meant getting Eric out of the dorm and into BK. 

“You asleep?” 

“No.” Locky kissed the top of Becket’s head. “Just 
wondering how much it would cost to have this room 
soundproofed.” 

“Room? I say go for the whole apartment. I’ve been 
dying to get fucked over that little kitchen table you have in 
the other room.” 

“Really?” All kinds of possibilities ran through Locky’s 
mind. He threw back the covers and sat up. “You grab the 
pillow to scream into, and Il get the supplies.” 
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Chapter One 


Nate Gills looked out the passenger window at the 
Rocky Mountains. It was beautiful country, but he was 
ready to get the hell out of this truck. It seemed like he 
hadn’t really had a home since he left Chicago to help his 
friends, the Good brothers in Nebraska. 

He looked over at the hunk of a man driving. Rio was 
like a wet dream, the best bits from all his fantasy men 
rolled into one. At least he now had a family. Rio and their 
other partner Ryan meant the world to Nate. They may 
have only been together for a month, but damn, what a 
month. 

Thinking of Ryan had him depressed again. He sighed 
and crossed his arms, putting his expensive Italian loafers 
on the dash. Feeling Rio’s hand cup his cheek he turned his 
head. 

“What’s wrong, baby?” Rio asked, trying to keep one 
eye on the winding mountain road. 

“I’m tired of this damn truck and I miss Ryan.” Nate 
automatically nuzzled against Rio’s hand. 

“About two more hours and we’ll take care of both of 
those problems. We’ll kidnap Ryan away from the Sheriff’s 


office if we have to.” 

Nate turned his head and kissed Rio’s palm. “I think 
that sounds like a good plan.” Ryan had left the small Texas 
town they’d been living in nearly two weeks earlier to take 
a job in Cattle Valley, Wyoming. Seemed the town needed a 
new Sheriff and they were looking for a bad ass with law 
enforcement training. Ryan fit their description to a T. Nate 
didn’t think he’d ever seen a man who looked more like a 
rebel than Ryan. 

With the shining, long black hair of his Native 
American ancestors, Ryan exuded confidence and sexuality. 
The town of Cattle Valley had been experiencing a few 
problems with protestors coming in and threatening its 
residents. The mayor wanted someone tough. Since Ryan 
looked more like a heavily tattooed biker than a Sheriff, he 
was perfect. Nate was just worried about what he would 
find. He and Rio hadn’t yet seen Cattle Valley and Nate was 
born and raised in Chicago. It wasn’t like he was snooty or 
anything, heck he’d loved Sommerville, the small Nebraska 
town where’d he’d met Rio and Ryan. Nate and Rio had 
been hired to investigate a scumbag in Sommerville who’d 
shot a good friend’s partner. If you booted out the few 
assholes in that town, it would have been kick ass fun. But 
Cattle Valley... 

At least from what he and Rio had been told, there 
were more gays that lived there than straight people. What 
would that be like? The town had been founded by a man 
whose son was murdered for being gay. Having no other 
heirs, the man had donated one of the biggest parcels of 


privately owned land in Wyoming. His entire financial 
portfolio had founded the town of Cattle Valley. Seemed the 
guy wanted a place where gay people could live without 
fear or prejudice. It was all fine and dandy with Nate as 
long as the town had a decent coffee shop and a good 
restaurant. 

Rio started humming along to the radio, bringing 
Nate’s attention back to that fine face. As he studied Rio’s 
profile, he thought back to the night Rio and Ryan had 
saved him in a club in Lincoln. He’d gone with his friends 
Rawley and Jeb to the upscale gay club. Nate remembered 
trying his best to get over his attraction for Rio and Ryan 
that night. They were already a long standing couple, and it 
didn’t appear they had a need for a third. 

Since Nate had planned to make a weekend out of the 
trip to Lincoln, he’d rented a hotel room right down the 
street from the bar. When Rawley and Jeb said they wanted 
to take off, Nate happily waved them on their way. That was 
when the real fun began... 
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Nate begged off the next dance and returned to his 
table. Finishing off his scotch and soda, he signalled the 
waiter for another. Deciding to brave the restroom, he 
headed to the rear of the club. You never know what you 
might find in a gay bar’s restroom. Opening the door, he 
was pleasantly surprised to find it empty. “Excellent,” he 
said unzipping his fly. 


After a quick wash of his hands he went back out 
amongst the vultures. He had several men circling his 
table, trying to get him to dance but Nate’s heart just 
wasn’t in it. Drinking though, he thought as he spotted his 
fresh scotch and soda on his table, now that, he felt like 
doing. 

Sitting down, he took several sips before one of the 
birds of prey landed in the seat next to him. “Care to 
dance?” The big oaf in leather pants said. Who the hell 
wears leather pants in the summer? 

Nate shook his head and held up his drink. “No thanks, 
I’m taking a break.” 

The man smiled and nodded his head as he watched 
Nate closely. “TIl wait for you to finish.” He ran his hand up 
Nate’s thigh, and narrowed his eyes. 

“If you want to keep that, I’d suggest you move on.” 

The guy rose and held up his hands. “Sorry,” he said as 
he walked off. 

Nate finished his drink. The booze seemed to be 
hitting him hard and fast. He went to signal for another but 
his arm felt too heavy to lift. Noticing his vision was 
starting to blur, he thought he’d had enough. “Time to get 
myself to bed,” he slurred. 

“T’ll help you with that,” the guy in the leather pants 
said, reaching for him. 

Nate tried to get out of the man’s arms, but his body 
wouldn’t cooperate. What the hell was wrong with him? He 
felt his eyelids becoming heavier and realised he’d been 
drugged. “What de hell d’you pud in my dink?” 


Bending over, the guy picked Nate up. “Just a little 
something to make you friendlier.” Nate tried to squirm his 
way out of the guy’s arms, but he couldn’t keep his eyes 
open. 

He heard a voice that sounded like Rio’s, a split second 
before he was grabbed out of the man’s arms. He managed 
to open his eyes enough to see Ryan holding him. 
“Drugged,” he slurred slowly. “Need ta be sick.” 

Ryan looked at him for several seconds before looking 
back at Rio. “Take out the trash, while I see if we can get 
this thrown up.” 

Holding him close to his chest, Ryan carried him back 
to the restroom. Ryan sat down on the floor of one of the 
stalls and leaned him up toward the toilet. “Can you stick 
your finger down your throat?” 

Nate felt his head fall back, helplessly. “Shit,” Ryan 
said seconds before Nate felt a long finger work its way 
into his mouth. Ryan poked the back of his throat several 
times but Nate didn’t gag enough to throw up. “Come on, 
baby, we have to get it up.” Ryan tried again, using two 
fingers while applying pressure to his stomach. 

Coughing, Nate finally was able to gag enough to 
throw up most of the several drinks he’d consumed. He felt 
another set of hands holding his head above the toilet and 
new Rio was with them in the tiny stall. 

“Get a wet paper towel,” Ryan told Rio. Seconds later, 
a cold towel was pressed to his forehead as another wiped 
his face and mouth. 

“You think he got it all up?” Rio asked. 


“Enough I think. He’ll be dopey for a while, but I don’t 
think it'll be enough to do any damage.” 

He was picked up again, only this time it was Rio who 
cradled him. Nate snuggled against Rio’s chest. He turned 
his face enough to place a kiss on the skin visible above 
Rio’s T-Shirt, feeling the vibration of Rio’s groan as he 
made his way through the club. 

The next thing Nate knew he was in Rio’s arms in the 
backseat of Ryan’s rental car. “Hotel,” Nate said still 
slurring a bit, although he was feeling more alert. 

“Think we should take him there, or back to the 
apartment?” Rio asked Ryan. 

“Which hotel?” Ryan asked. 

“Around the block, key card’s in my billfold. Room two- 
forty-six.” Nate was starting to feel a little better, but he 
didn’t let on because he didn’t want Rio to put him down. 
He felt the car start and pull away from the curb. 

Within moments, Ryan pulled up to the front of the 
hotel. “You go ahead and take him in, and IlI find a place to 
park and be up in a minute.” 

“You think you can walk? They might look at us funny 
if I go carrying a grown man into a hotel lobby.” 

“Think so,” Nate mumbled. He ended up having to rely 
heavily on Rio for support, but he made it to the elevator. 
“You'll have to get my wallet for me.” 

“Gladly,” Rio said reaching his hand inside Nate’s back 
pocket. 

Nate moaned as Rio seemed to take his time. They 
were walking down the hall to their room and Rio was still 


fumbling around in Nate’s jeans. When they stood in front 
of his room, Nate faced the wall and stuck his butt out 
toward Rio. 

“Tease,” Rio said in his ear as he finally pulled the 
wallet out. 

“Not teasing,” Nate said as he turned around to face 
Rio. 

Picking him up, Rio lifted him until they were eye to 
eye, Nate’s legs automatically wrapped around Rio’s torso 
as he leaned in for a kiss. Snaking his tongue out, Rio 
licked at the seam of Nate’s lips until he thrust inside. 
Fuck, Rio tasted good. Nate felt his cock throb in the close 
confines of his jeans. He ground his groin against Rio’s as 
their kiss went even deeper. Rio started humping him right 
there in the hallway, and Nate couldn’t have been more 
turned on. 

“Goddamn that’s hot,” Ryan said, coming up beside 
them. “Where’s the fucking key card, let’s get into the 
room before we all get arrested.” 

Without stopping, Rio held up the billfold. 

Digging for the key card, Ryan grunted. “I swear, if the 
two of you come without me, I’m gonna kick some ass.” 
Ryan opened the door and pulled them both inside. 

Rio carried him over to the big king-sized bed and fell 
down on top of him, never breaking their lip lock. “Shit,” 
Nate heard Ryan say. He felt someone taking off his shoes 
and socks before hands felt their way up his cock to the 
snap of his jeans. 


Ryan’s hands tried to unfasten his pants, but with Rio 
grinding and humping against him, it didn’t leave Ryan 
enough room. “Okay, stop, just fucking let me get the two 
of you naked.” 

Finally breaking apart, Rio fell to the side of Nate. He 
was breathing heavily as he tried to take off his clothes. 
Ryan, Nate noticed was already naked as he attacked the 
rest of Nate’s clothes. By the time he was naked, Rio was 
too and the three of them moved as one to the centre of the 
bed. 

“Wait, I need the condoms out of my front pocket.” 

Rio retrieved Nate’s jeans and pulled out the strip of 
rubbers. He looked at them and then at Nate. “I don’t even 
want to think about the reason these are in here.” He 
tossed the condoms onto the bed and pulled Nate into his 
arms. 

“You don’t need those. From now on, it’s just the three 
of us, no more cruising the clubs.” He punctuated his 
statement with a bite mark to Nate’s pierced nipple. 

Nate looked at the two men. “You mean it? This isn’t 
just a one off?” 

Ryan shook his head, flicking the other nipple ring. 
“That’s why we didn’t approach you before. I knew Rio’s 
feelings went deep, but until mine matched his, I wasn’t 
willing to risk my relationship with him.” 

Swallowing, Nate arched his back as Rio continued to 
lick and suck his already sensitive nubs. “And do they? Go 
deep I mean?” 


Leaning over, Ryan kissed him. His first taste of the 
heavily tattooed stud sent Nate’s libido into overdrive. 
Reaching for the strip of condoms he held them up. 
“Please, someone make love to me.” 

“We’re clean. We don’t need those between us.” Ryan 
tried to take the condoms out of Nate’s hand but he shook 
his head. 

“No, I’ve always worn protection, but I haven’t been 
tested in almost a year, and until I can get to a clinic, we 
use these.” 

Ryan looked into his eyes and finally nodded his 
consent. Taking the strip, Nate tore off one of the rubbers 
and passed it to him. “Lube?” Ryan asked. 

“Suitcase, side pocket,” Nate replied, flipping over 
onto his stomach. Rio scrambled for the lube and Ryan ran 
his hands over Nate’s ass. 

“I don’t want to make love to you this way the first 
time. I wanna look into your eyes when I make you come.” 

Nate froze. In all the years he’d been a businessman’s 
bottom-boy, not once had anyone asked to make love to him 
face to face. Nate closed his eyes and said a quick prayer of 
thanks. 

“Hey,” Rio said, turning him over. “What’s wrong?” 

“I’ve never made love in this position. It just kinda 
threw me for a second.” He could feel a blush creep up his 
face and turned his head away. 

“Oh, baby,” Ryan said, turning Nate’s head. “Evidently, 
no ones ever made love to you. A fast fuck’s fine when the 
time is right, but there’s nothing like being made love to.” 


Ryan handed the lube to Rio, who slicked his fingers 
and touched Nate’s rosette. He felt himself tense at the 
intimacy of the moment. He felt like a damn virgin which 
was funnier than hell, but he sure didn’t feel like laughing. 

Spreading his legs, he allowed Rio’s fingers to work 
their magic on his body. Ryan took the opportunity to map 
every ridge and hollow of his lean frame. “So sexy,” Ryan 
whispered against his throat. He moved down Nate’s torso 
licking and kissing. Nate was going out of his mind with 
want, trying to reach enough of his men’s skin to stroke 
and pet. 

Rio shook his head, “Tonight’s all about you, relax and 
enjoy.” 

By the time Rio had him stretched, Nate was insane, 
riding his hand and reaching for his cock. Rio pulled his 
fingers away and Nate opened his eyes. “Don’t stop, so 
close.” 

“I know, but Ryan wants to make love to you, and I 
wanna watch.” Rio stretched out beside him and rested his 
head on his hand. He nodded to Ryan and they both 
watched as Ryan rolled the condom on. 

It was Nate’s first real look at Ryan’s cock. “Holy shit,” 
he looked over at Rio. 

“Why do you think I spent so much time preparing 
you?” 

Nate looked back at the large, pierced cock. “Fuck 
that’s beautiful.” 

After rolling on the condom, Ryan held his hand out for 
another one. At Nate’s questioning look, he shrugged. “I’ve 


never tried a condom with the piercing, it’s fairly new. I 
figure two would be better than one.” 

Nate grinned, “You do love me,” he teased. 

“Yep,” Ryan said leaning down to give him a kiss. He 
crawled between Nate’s spread thighs and positioned the 
head of his cock at Nate’s hole. He looked down at him and 
waited, after a deep breath, Nate nodded and Ryan slowly 
pushed inside. The stretch was overwhelming at first, but a 
few soothing strokes to his cock from Rio had him relaxed 
in no time. 

Rio continued to stroke his cock as Ryan began a slow 
but hard rhythm in and out of his body. “So good,” he 
moaned as he ran one hand up and down Ryan’s chest as 
the other danced its way through Rio’s black hair. He 
watched as Rio ran his hand from Nate’s cock back to the 
point of contact between Ryan and himself, Nate almost 
lost it. He felt Rio’s fingers slide inside his body alongside 
Ryan’s cock. “Oh fuck,” he yelled as his cock erupted. 

His release seemed to give Ryan and Rio permission to 
finally let themselves go. Rio leaned over and kissed him as 
Ryan picked up his pace. Nate reached down and wrapped 
his fingers around Rio’s dick and stroked him to the rhythm 
set by Ryan. Before long, Nate saw the chords in Ryan’s 
neck bulge as he buried himself as far as he could. “Shit,” 
he howled. 

A second after Ryan slipped over the edge, Nate felt 
Rio come in his hand. The threesome landed in a pile of 
arms, legs, tongues and teeth. Nate couldn’t get enough of 


these men. “Love you,” Nate said, looking Ryan in the eyes. 
He then turned toward Rio, “I love you.” 

Ryan and Rio wrapped their arms and legs around 
Nate. “We love you. You’re a part of us now,” Ryan said. 
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“Are we there yet?” Nate whined. 

“You just asked me that ten minutes ago. And no, 
before you ask, I still can’t get cell phone reception in these 
mountains.” 

God he was bored. With a devilish grin, Nate unzipped 
his khakis and pulled out his cock. Not even paying 
attention to Rio, he idly stroked his shaft as he watched the 
scenery out the passenger window. 

“Damn that’s hot, but you’re fixing to make me wreck 
the truck.” Rio said. 

Nate stroked a few more times, just smiling at Rio. 
“Just trying to keep myself from being bored out of my 
mind.” 

Rio moaned and spread his thighs, giving his own 
erection more room. “Do you see this road? Do you have 
any idea what could happen if I took my concentration off it 
long enough to do anything about either of our dicks right 
now?” Rio glanced over and winked. “First place I find, I 
promise we'll stop for a little R and R.” 

“Rest and relaxation, that’s not exactly what I had in 
mind,” Nate said, trying to tuck his hard shaft back into his 
pants. 


Rio chuckled, “Well, I was thinking more along the 
lines of rimming and riding.” 
“Oh fuck, I like that idea a lot better.” 
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